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FALLOUT
By Genni Trickett

gennitrickett@hotmail.com

One set only required, that of the bunker.

CAST:

Simon (late forties, early fifties)

Freddie (seventies)

Emily (mid to late thirties)

Tim (mid to late thirties)

Marion (mid to late sixties)

Bianca (early to mid twenties)

Tree (mid thirties to mid forties)

Brian (mid twenties to early thirties)

ACT ONE

(The stage is in darkness. Suddenly alarms sound, the doors fly open and the cast come
rushing down the stairs. Freddie and Tim have torches)

SIMON: Don’t panic, everyone, it’s just a drill! It’s just a drill. Don’t run.

FREDDIE: (marshalling everyone) Come on, in you get, that’s right. Just go straight on
down, mind your step. Careful! Right. Now, is that everybody?

EMILY: Yes, I’m the last one.

MARION: No, wait a minute, wait a minute – where’s Tree?

TIM: She’s here somewhere. I’m sure I saw her.

EMILY: Tree? Tree!

MARION: Where could she have gone? She can’t still be outside, surely?

BIANCA: I wouldn’t be surprised. She’s probably out there praying to the sky gods.

MARION: You’re not helping, dear.
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BIANCA: Ow! That was my boob! Pervert.

MARION: Gosh, I’m awfully sorry.

FREDDIE: (at the door) Tree! Tree!

TIM: I’ll go and find her. Give me the torch, Simon.

SIMON: Don’t be stupid, you can’t go out there.

TIM: Come on, it’s only a drill. It’s fine.

EMILY: No! Remember the posters? When the alarm sounds, everybody has to take cover.

TIM: Look, I’ll just pop out, find Tree and come straight back. It will only take a couple of
minutes.

EMILY: No. You’re not going. Anything could be happening out there.

BIANCA: I don’t know what you’re all making such a fuss about, if it’s just a bloody drill it
doesn’t matter if Tim goes outside. He’s not going to die of nothing.

TIM: Ow!

FREDDIE: Well, we are supposed to behave as though this were a genuine emergency.
That’s rather the point of having a drill.

TIM: It’s okay, I’ve found her.

EMILY: What? Where is she?

TIM: Over here. I fell over her.

MARION: Tree! Are you alright, dear?

TIM: I’m not alright. That really hurt.

EMILY: For goodness sake, Tree! Why didn’t you say you were here all the time?

MARION: Emily’s right, you know. The boys were all for going out there to find you.

TREE: Sorry.

FREDDIE: Right! Now, is that everyone in?

TIM: I think so.

FREDDIE: Are you sure? I don’t want to lock us in then find we’ve forgotten somebody.

EMILY and SIMON: Just shut the bloody door, Freddie!

FREDDIE: All right, all right!

(Freddie shuts the door. The alarms immediately abate)

FREDDIE: There. Now, first things first – let there be light! Bianca, there should be a switch
on the wall just behind you, about fifty inches up.
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BIANCA: Fifty what?

TIM: Fifty  - never mind. I’ll do it. Can you just –

BIANCA: Ow! That was my arse! Pervert.

TIM: I’m sorry, I didn’t –

EMILY: Get on with it, Tim!

(Click. The stage is flooded with light)

BIANCA: God. What a shithole.

MARION: Don’t be rude, dear. It’s marvellous, Freddie.

FREDDIE: Well. One does one’s best, you know. It’s a poor thing, but mine own.

BIANCA: What exactly is it?

SIMON: What does it bloody look like?

BIANCA: A shithole.

TIM: It’s a bunker. That’s right, isn’t it Freddie?

FREDDIE: Exactamundo. It’s not very luxurious, I know, but it has all mod-cons; heating,
plumbing and all that jazz.

BIANCA: There’s a loo?

FREDDIE: Certainly.

BIANCA: Thank God for that.

FREDDIE: There’s a little galley kitchen and a loo just through - (Bianca makes a dash for
it) – there, to the left.

EMILY: (fiddling with her phone) Will it warm up at all? I can’t feel my fingers.

FREDDIE: I have a little storage heater somewhere – ah, there it is. Simon, would you
mind? Thanks. I must say, I’m jolly glad the genny’s working – she can be a little
temperamental sometimes.

TIM: The who?

EMILY: Generator.

TIM: Oh. Did you build this?

FREDDIE: I certainly did.

TIM: By yourself?

FREDDIE: Well, I had a bit of help. But essentially, yes. Designed and built by my fair
hand.
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SIMON: When?

FREDDIE: What?

SIMON: When did you build it?

FREDDIE: Oh, not long after I moved to the village.

SIMON: When was that?

FREDDIE: Let me see, what would it be now – fifty years ago? My goodness, as long as
that.

SIMON: So…you built this bunker in the sixties.

FREDDIE: Yes, must have been… look here, what are you getting at?

SIMON: Well what’s puzzling me is - how did you know you were going to need it? The
Black Flag only went up six months ago. The government haven’t even finished building the
municipal bunkers yet. So what did you build this place for?

FREDDIE: Ah, my dear boy, you are too young to remember the terrors of the H Bomb. It
sounds silly now, I suppose, when you think what we are currently facing, but we took it
damn seriously back then, I can tell you. The UK did some work on the Manhattan project,
you see, and back in the sixties the Soviets…

BIANCA: (bouncing back in, rubbing her nose) Are you talking about black and white days
again, Freddie? Yawnsville. I can’t get a signal on my phone. This is a nightmare.

EMILY: Me neither. Shit.

SIMON: We’re underground, people. Many feet underground.

BIANCA: If I stood on a chair, do you think that would help?

SIMON: Bianca, I know you are a care bear of very little brain, but even you must be able to
grasp the fact that we are UN-DER-GROUND, surrounded by walls designed to keep out
nuclear radiation.

BIANCA: Yeah, I know that. I’m not stupid. I just want to update my Insta Story. Hashtag
bunker life.

SIMON: Give me bloody strength.

MARION: She has a point though, Simon. How are we to know when the drill’s over, if we
have no means of contacting the outside world?

EMILY: That’s if it is a drill. Don’t you think they would have made an announcement?
Given us some warning?

TIM: You’re right. You’re right. Oh my God. Simon, how did you know it was a drill? Who
told you?

SIMON: I -
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BIANCA: Are you saying this could be real? We could actually be under, like, attack?

FREDDIE: No, of course not. They probably just wanted to do a drill under real conditions,
see how we cope under pressure, with no notice.

TIM: How do you know that? You don’t know that. Oh, god, Mother! I need to check she’s
ok. Oh God. Em, what do we do?

MARION: Oh sweet heavens! What about the play?

TIM: To…blazes with your effing play! We’re talking about my mother, here!

EMILY: Actually, we’re potentially talking about the end of the world.

SIMON: Calm down, people. One of the blokes on the local council drinks in my pub, and
he tipped me off. It’s just a drill.

EMILY: Are you sure?

TIM: Why didn’t you say anything earlier, at rehearsal?

SIMON: Slipped my mind, what with one thing and another. Thought it was tomorrow.

TIM: Oh, thank God. Thank God.

MARION: That is wonderful news.

FREDDIE: Indeed it is. So – how long are we going to be here for, Simon?

SIMON: Hour or so, I think he said. Better make it two, just to be on the safe side.

FREDDIE: Oh well, that’s alright. Plenty of oxygen in here to last us til then.

BIANCA: Two hours???

EMILY: Shit. I’m supposed to be doing a presentation in Cambridge at five.

MARION: Well, not to worry, it’s only just gone two. You’ll probably just make it.

TIM: It’s not the end of the world if you miss it, is it?

EMILY: What?

TIM: It was a joke. You know, the drill, the sirens…

EMILY: For God’s sake, Tim.

TIM: I wanted to space the broad beans later. I’m pretty sure they’ve got Chocolate Spot. Oh
well, it will have to wait until tomorrow.

BIANCA: Two hours???

FREDDIE: Don’t worry, Bianca! It will be fun. Personally, I can’t think of a jollier bunch of
people to be stuck with. We’ll think of ways of keeping ourselves entertained.

BLACKOUT
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(Lights come back on. Everybody is languishing across the stage in attitudes of extreme
boredom.)

FREDDIE: Right then. Who wants a cup of tea?

MARION: Ooh, yes please. Lovely.

SIMON: Yeah, I’ll have a cuppa. Ta.

TIM: Do you have any green tea?

SIMON: Oh, fuck off Tim.

FREDDIE: Do you know, I think I just might. I’ll go and have a look. If you’re really lucky,
I might be able to rustle up a biscuit or two.

BIANCA: Got any vodka?

FREDDIE: Er…no. Sorry. Back in a tick.

MARION: I’ll come and help you. (Freddie and Marion exit)

EMILY: I should have brought my laptop. I don’t need WIFI to work on the spreadsheets. I
can’t even remember the name of the guy I’m supposed to be meeting. I want to say Evan. Or
Ivan. Shit.

TIM: Hey – it’s ok. He’ll understand. He’ll be in lockdown too, remember.

EMILY: S’pose.

TIM: And anyway, you can just reschedule, can’t you?

EMILY: Reschedule???

TIM: Yeah. Put it back to next week.

EMILY: No, Tim, I can’t sodding reschedule! Have you any idea how long it took me to set
up this meeting? This guy – Evan, Ivan, whatever the hell his name is – he’s in the UK about
two weeks a year. He doesn’t answer emails, he doesn’t answer his phone. I’ve got to know
his PA so well she invited me to her wedding.

TIM: Did she? Well, that will be nice. Is it a plus one?

EMILY: I’m not going, Tim!

TIM: Oh. Well anyway, Evan/Ivan sounds like a self-important idiot. Forget about him.
There will be other meetings.

EMILY: Forget about him? FORGET ABOUT…???? Oh, you have not got a clue, have you?
Not a bloody clue.

TIM: What do you mean?

EMILY: No, it’s fine. It’s fine. You just carry on worrying about your spotty beans and your
bloody mother. I’ll deal with the little matter of saving our bloody company, as always.
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BIANCA: Spotty beans!

TIM: Saving it? What do you mean, saving it? We’re doing well, we doubled our turnover
since last year, you said so.

EMILY: Yes, I know what I said, Tim.

TIM: Well then! What are you worried about?

EMILY: It’s not enough.

TIM: Not enough? Why? How can it not be enough?

EMILY: Look, forget I said anything. You’re right, we’re doing fine, lalala, happy happy
happy, fluffy kittens and bloody rainbows.

TIM: Emily! Why are you being like this? What’s wrong?

EMILY: Just – leave it.

TIM: But I want to help. How can I help if you won’t explain it to me?

(Freddie and Marion enter with four cups of tea)

EMILY: Honestly Tim, I have neither the time nor the crayons to explain it to you!

TIM: Will you please –

MARION: (loudly) TEA!

TIM: What?

MARION: Here’s your tea, Simon. And yours, Tim. Freddie does have green tea, would you
believe? Isn’t he a marvel!

FREDDIE: Well, I wouldn’t say –

TIM: Thanks. Listen, Em –

MARION: (clapping) Right, everybody! I don’t see why we should waste valuable rehearsal
time, just because we’re stuck down here. (General groans) Come along now, people, we
only have three weeks ‘til curtain up. Now, (consulting script) we were doing Act 1 Scene 3,
I believe. Can we please run it from the entrance of Inspector Rack?

BIANCA: We already did that bit!

MARION: I know, but it won’t hurt to do it again. And this time, with a little more vim,
please, Bianca dear. Poppy is supposed to be… peppy.

BIANCA: Peppy? What the fuck is peppy supposed to look like?

MARION: Oh, you know – perky. Sparkling. Gay.

BIANCA: Gay???
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SIMON: Don’t panic, petal. She means happy.

BIANCA: Oh.

MARION: Exactly. Thank you, Simon. Do you think you can do that, dear?

BIANCA: Yeah. Sure. Whatever.

MARION: Thank you. Oh by the way, Tree, dear – how are you getting on with Poppy’s day
dress?

TREE: I’m just working on the buttonholes now.

MARION: Wonderful! Can you hold it up please, so we can all see? Bianca, look at that –
isn’t it beautiful? You’re so clever, Tree, you really are.

BIANCA: It’s gopping. I’m going to look like a fat fairy.

MARION: No, you’ll look like an angel.

BIANCA: A fat angel.

MARION: Not at all. Simon, you were very good, but can you please broaden the accent a
little more? We need real, East-End gangster stuff. Marv is a dangerous man, remember.

SIMON: Wot, lark viss?

MARION: Perfect! Very scary. Right then, Freddie, could you and Simon please bring that
bench into the middle of the room? Thank you. That’s the sofa. Now Tim, you stand over
here and wait for your entrance, Emily – EMILY! Can you put your phone away, please?
Thank you. I want you to lounge seductively over there – I know it’s not easy to lounge
seductively on a bench, but do your best.

EMILY: Shit. I haven’t got my reading glasses.

MARION: Well you really shouldn’t need to read your script at this point, dear. You should
know your lines.

EMILY: I’ll have it by curtain up, I promise.

FREDDIE: Where am I for this bit?

MARION: (checking script) I don’t think you’re on at all in this scene – oh no, of course,
you need to announce the inspector. So, stand next to Tim, then once you’ve brought him on
you can sit down and have a nice rest.

SIMON: Jammy bastard.

MARION: Simon - you’re here, next to Emily. Bianca, you’re over there, next to the
window –

BIANCA: What window?
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MARION: Imagine a window, dear. Conjure up a lovely, big bay window in your mind, with
fluttering daffodils outside in the garden.

SIMON: It’s winter.

MARION: What?

EMILY: It’s winter. In the play. It takes place on Christmas Eve.

MARION: Oh. So it does. Well, a dreamy snow scape, then. Now, we still haven’t got Brian
of course, which is a terrible nuisance…where is Brian anyway, does anyone know?

ALL: Late, again!

MARION: Well. He’s not going to make it now, is he, so we’ll just have to do the best we
can. I’d like you all to imagine Brian, please.

EMILY: Is he standing next to the imaginary window?

MARION: Yes, with Bianca.

SIMON: AAAAAAARGH!

MARION: What? What’s the matter?

SIMON: Sorry. I was just imagining Brian. God, it was horrible.

MARION: That’s not funny, dear. Brian’s a very handsome boy, isn’t he, Bianca?

BIANCA: No.

Marion: Yes, he is. Now, I have a feeling we’re missing someone else, who is it… (checking
script) Poppy, Bella, Inspector Rack, Marv, Bodkins –

EMILY: We’re missing the body.

MARION: The what?

SIMON: The corpse.

MARION: Of course! That’s it. Tree, can you…where are you, dear? Are you still there? Oh
there you are, I’m sorry. Would you mind lying on the floor, just…somewhere in front of the
bench, so you’re nice and visible?

TIM: Does she have to?

MARION: Well, we do need a body for this scene. It’s rather critical to the plot.

TIM: No, I mean, does it matter if she doesn’t lie there for this rehearsal? The floor’s not
exactly clean, and it’s not like she has any lines. Can’t we just imagine her?

SIMON: Yeah. She can join the imaginary window and imaginary Brian.

MARION: Well, I would rather like you all to practice walking round her, for the blocking. I
suppose we could –
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EMILY: She’ll be fine. Won’t you, Tree?

TREE: Yes.

MARION: Good! Lovely. Now, if you could just lie here –

TIM: Hang on! Here, take this cushion.

TREE: Thanks.

EMILY: For God’s sake. Can we please get on now, Tree?

MARION: Ok, everybody ready? We’ll take it from the top. Freddie, once you’ve finished
with your part, can you please read in for Brian?

FREDDIE: No problemo.

SIMON: Shouldn’t be difficult. Just read really slowly, mispronounce any word with more
than two syllables and apologise at the end of every line.

TIM: That’s a bit uncalled for, don’t you think?

MARION: Absolutely, dear. Brian’s a very nice boy, isn’t he, Bianca?

BIANCA: Why do you keep asking me? He hardly speaks to me, and when he does he
mumbles so badly I can’t understand what he’s saying.

MARION: Well. Maybe he’s just nervous. Anyway, enough chit-chat, let’s get on with some
good old work, shall we? Everybody ready?

ALL: (drearily) Yes.

MARION: Jolly good. Right. DING-DONG!

FREDDIE: Inspector Rack, Sir!

MARION: No, you have to let him in first, Freddie, remember?

FREDDIE: What?

TIM: I’m still outside. In the snow.

FREDDIE: Sorry! Sorry. See what you mean. Threw me a bit, what with you standing right
there, don’t you know.

SIMON: It’s an imaginary door.

FREDDIE: Course it is. Sorry everyone.

MARION: Don’t worry, Freddie, you’re doing marvellously. Right, once again, from the top.
DING-DONG!

(Freddie solemnly lets Tim in)

FREDDIE: Inspector Rack, Sir!
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SIMON: Fanks, Bodders! Wotcha, Rack. Mind you don’t step in the claret. It’s comin’ from
the twist on the floor – she’s brown bread. We ain’t got -

MARION: Er… Simon?

SIMON: Wot?

MARION: What are you doing, dear?

SIMON: Acting.

MARION: No, with the script! What are you doing with the script?

SIMON: Improvising.

MARION: Well – please don’t.

SIMON: You want East-End Gangster, yeah?

MARION: Well, yes, but –

SIMON: That’s what you said. Problem is, the script doesn’t read like that. Marv doesn’t
sound like a gangster – he sounds like a geography teacher.

MARION: But –

SIMON: A substitute geography teacher.

MARION: well, I don’t think he -

SIMON: A prissy, liberal, dick-less substitute geography teacher. Actually, he sounds like
Tim.

TIM: Hang on just a second!

SIMON: You see?

TIM: I’m not a geography teacher. I’m an organic farmer.

SIMON: There you go. Nothing like a gangster.

MARION: I see what you’re saying, dear, and I honestly don’t mind you making a few small
changes, but I do feel that you were taking it a teeny-tiny bit too far there. I think, if you
simply broaden your accent as we discussed, you’ll find that Marv reads much more fluently
and the character will really come to life! Will you give it a go?

SIMON: You sure? I was really feeling it then. I could feel my creative juices boiling and
spurting from me.

BIANCA: Ew.

MARION: Please, Simon?

SIMON: Fine. But it’ll sound stupid.

MARION: Jolly good! Right, once more. DING-DONG!
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(Freddie goes to admit Tim, almost collides with him, realises he’s already in.)

FREDDIE: Oh. Um. Inspector Rack, Sir!

SIMON: Fank you Bodkins, that will be all. Oi’m so glad you’re ‘ere, Inspectah. It’s awfully
good of you to come so quickly, oi must say, especially in this terrible wevvah.

EMILY: (to Simon) I rather see your point.

TIM: (loudly) Just doing my duty, Sir! You called to say that a terrible murder had been
committed, and we in the force take that kind of thing very seriously indeed.

EMILY: (reading from script) I’m so glad to hear it, inspector. It’s all very upsetting.

SIMON: May oi introduce moi wife, Bella.

EMILY: (reading from script) Charmed. I only wish we’d met under happier circumstances.

TIM: Yes indeed, Madam.

SIMON: And over vere is moi son, Jack, and moi lavverly daugh-a, Poppy.

BIANCA: (completely without inflection) Oh Inspector isn’t this just too exciting. A real
live murder in our house. I can hardly believe it.

EMILY: (reading from script) Poppy, please! This is an awful tragedy, not a jolly jape! What
will the inspector think of us?

TIM: Not to worry, Madam, that will be the shock talking. I’ve seen it all before.

BIANCA: (completely without inflection) I bet you have! Desperate crooks and bandits,
jewel thieves and evil murderers and all sorts of fun stuff. Have you seen lots and lots of dead
bodies, Inspector?

MARION: You need to step forward on that bit, remember. Just before the last line, come
and stand right in front of the inspector. Can you do it again, please?

BIANCA: (completely without inflection) I bet you have! Desperate crooks and bandits,
jewel thieves and evil murderers and all sorts of fun stuff. (long pause as she shuffles
forward) Have you seen –

MARION: Careful – you just walked straight through Brian!

BIANCA: Brian isn’t here.

MARION: No, I realise that, but I need you to imagine that he is. He’s standing next to you,
right there, so to get to the inspector you’ll need to walk round him.

BIANCA: Whatever.

MARION: Can you go back and do it again, please?
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BIANCA: God. (huffs back) (all in a monotone rush) I bet you have desperate crooks and
bandits jewel thieves and evil murderers and all sorts of fun stuff (exaggeratedly picks her
way around imaginary Brian) have you seen lots and lots of dead bodies Inspector

MARION: Much better. Now, can you please try it again with a little more emphasis, dear?
Try to sound excited. “I bet you have!!!! Desperate crooks and bandits, jewel thieves and evil
murderers and all sorts of fun stuff!!!” And when you go to stand in front of Tim, try a little
skip.

BIANCA: Why’s she so excited about a dead body anyway? It’s gross. Is she a pervert?

MARION: No, of course not! She’s just an innocent yet spunky young girl!

BIANCA: Spunky???

MARION: Exactly. You’ve got it. Now, try it again.

BIANCA: I bet you -

MARION: No, back to the window please.

BIANCA: (huffs back) (almost screaming) I bet you have!!!! Desperate crooks and bandits,
jewel thieves and evil murderers and all sorts of fun stuff!!! (stomps forward) Have you seen
–

MARION: You walked through poor Brian again, dear!

BIANCA: AAAARRRRRGGHHHHH!!!!!

MARION: (hastily) Right, yes, we’ll take that bit as read, shall we? We can go over it again
later. Tim, can we have your next line, please?

TIM: Um…right. Where were we? Oh yes, ok. I certainly have, Miss, but I’d rather not talk
about it if you don’t mind. Now, can somebody please show me the body?

(Everyone stares at Tree the corpse, who is lying in plain view)

MARION: Yes, you see, Bianca, that’s why you need to be standing in front of Tim.
Otherwise the line doesn’t make sense.

BIANCA: (muttering) None of it makes sense. It’s all a load of shit. (stalks off to the
bathroom)

MARION: Never mind, moving on! Simon?

SIMON: She’s roight ‘ere, Inspectah. Step asoide please, Poppy dear, let the Inspectah see
poor Annie. (pause as nobody moves) She woz are maid, Inspectah, and a truly luvverly gel.
Whoyever would anyone want to ‘urt ‘er?

TIM: That is precisely what I am here to find out, sir.

EMILY: (reading from script) Oh I do hope you can solve this mystery, Inspector! It is such
a terrible thing to happen, and on Christmas Eve, too!
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FREDDIE AS BRIAN: Don’t worry, mother, we won’t let it spoil Christmas!

TIM: That’s the spirit, Mr Jack. Don’t you worry, Madam, I’ll have it wrapped up in no time.

SIMON: We are all countin’ on you, Inspectah. Please do your very best to restore the magic
of Christmas to this un’appy ‘ome.

TIM: That’s my job, Sir. Now, can you please tell me who found the body?

EMILY: (reading from script) I did, Inspector. I was looking for poor Annie because I
wanted to run through the Christmas dinner menu with her one last time. I had qualms about
the quail.

TIM: She was your cook, as well as your maid?

EMILY: (reading from script) Oh yes, she used to help me with everything that needed
doing around the house. I will miss her terribly. She was a real prick.

(long pause)

SIMON: A real what???

EMILY: Prick.

TIM: Are you sure that’s what it says, Em? It doesn’t sound quite right.

EMILY: Yes, that’s what it says.

MARION: I don’t think so, dear. I’m quite sure I wouldn’t have written that about poor
Annie. Hold on, let me just find the line…

FREDDIE: Has anyone else got a copy of the script?

EMILY: (squinting) I think that’s what it…

MARION: BRICK!

TIM: I beg your pardon?

MARION: I found it! It’s brick, with a b. Not pr… Anyway. She was a real brick.

EMILY: Shit. Sorry, Marion. I really can’t see a thing without my glasses.

SIMON: You should do that on the night. It’s fucking brilliant.

TIM: You didn’t think it was a bit odd?

EMILY: No, Tim, I didn’t. I speak the lines as I see them, I do not question them. Is that ok
with you?

TIM: Yes, of course. It’s just –

EMILY: Shut up.

MARION: Right, shall we take it back from your line, Emily?
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EMILY: (reading from script) Oh yes, she used to help me with everything that needed
doing around the house. I will miss her terribly. She was a real brick.

(long pause)

MARION: Tim?

TIM: What? Oh yes, sorry. Thank you, Madam. And you found the body in the parlour, just
as we see it now?

EMILY: (reading from script) Yes, she was lying right here with my husband’s dick
protruding from her eye, as you can see.

SIMON: My what?

EMILY: Your -

MARION: Dirk, Emily. Dirk, not dick. Stop laughing, Simon.

EMILY: God, sorry, sorry! What is a dirk, anyway?

FREDDIE: It’s a long dagger. Used to use it on boats, you know, as a boarding weapon, or
for hand-to-hand combat.

MARION: Exactly right, Freddie.

SIMON: Why would Marv have one?

MARION: He just does. Can we take that line again, please?

EMILY: (reading from script) Yes, she was lying right here with my husband’s dirk
protruding from her eye, as you can see. It was a terrible shock.

TIM: It must have been, Madam. May I ask, who was the last person to see her alive?

SIMON: Moi daugh-a, Poppy. Poppy, treasure, will you tell the nice gennleman when you
last saw Annie?

(long pause)

MARION: Bianca? Oh dear, where’s she gone?

FREDDIE: I think she’s just nipped to the loo.

SIMON: Gone to powder her nose.

MARION: Well, we’ll just wait until she gets –

BIANCA: (bouncing in) Don’t panic, people! I’m back! (taking a selfie) Where are we?

EMILY: Waiting for you.

BIANCA: I’m here now, you may proceed!

MARION: Right. Good. Simon, would you…?
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SIMON: Poppy, treasure, will you tell the nice gennleman when you last saw Annie?

BIANCA: (energetically) It was just after lunch! I was going off to play Lacrosse with Biffy
Whalethorpe, and Annie was in the chicken coop collecting the eggs.

TIM: Well now. That’s a bit strange, isn’t it?

BIANCA: Whatever do you mean, inspector?

TIM: Well, as I understand it, people normally collect eggs first thing in the morning. My
auntie Freda keeps hens in her garden, and I know she always collects the eggs before
breakfast. So, why was Annie collecting them after lunch?

BIANCA: Gosh, you are clever, inspector. I would never have thought of that. You’re right,
it is very queer! Maybe she didn’t have time in the morning, so she had to collect them later?

TIM: Maybe you’re right, miss. Hmm. I wonder what could possibly have delayed her in the
morning.

BIANCA: It’s a mystery alright!

MARION: Right, let’s pause it there for a second. Bianca, I have to say, that was a million
times better. I am delighted. Gay, spunky – exactly the Poppy I had in mind! Jolly well done,
keep it up.

BIANCA: Yeah. It’s still shit though.

MARION: I’m sorry?

BIANCA: Look, no offence Marion, but we’re all thinking it. This play is totally crap. None
of it makes sense. I mean, Jack is supposed to have been having it off with Annie for ages
and ages, yeah? But he doesn’t know anything about her family, or where she went to school
or anything. I mean, those are, like, two of the first questions you’d ask someone if you were
going to shag them. And I’m supposed to have been going off to play lacrosse with Biffy
thingy, but who the hell plays Lacrosse in winter?

MARION: Well, you see –

BIANCA: Also, Simon…what’s his name…Marv is supposed to have been doing business
stuff in London all day, but nobody does business stuff on Christmas Eve! And, and the play
is set in Cornwall. If he left after breakfast, there is no way he would have been back at 6 o
clock, unless he FLEW! I mean, like, does he have a helicopter pad in the garden? Or a
private jet?

MARION: Well, maybe he –

BIANCA: And all the stuff about Bella and Inspector Rack is just stupid. They’re supposed
to be, like, totally in rampant, horny lust with one another from the first time they meet, but
there’s no sexual chemistry between them or anything. It’s like, they don’t even seem to like
each other that much. There’s no way they’d ever get off with each other, it’s just –

EMILY: That’s enough!
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BIANCA: What? I’m just saying. It’s totally cr -

EMILY: Yes, we all know what you’re just saying, and you can stop it right now.

BIANCA: But I’m right, aren’t I? Her play is shit. You know it is.

EMILY: It is not shit. It’s a very good play!

FREDDIE: Absolutely. Well said.

BIANCA: Oh, come on. It’s a massive pile of wank.

EMILY: Shut up, Bianca! Can’t you see what you’re doing to Marion? (points to Marion,
who is crying quietly on Freddie’s shoulder) Stop being so cruel.

BIANCA: Look, I’m just offering some…conductive criticism, or whatever it is. It’s better
for her to find out now than on opening night, when everyone’s either laughing or asleep. I’m
just being honest.

EMILY: No, you’re not! You’re behaving like a fucking spoilt brat, as per fucking usual!
Now shut up, and apologise to Marion.

BIANCA: Well, make up your mind. Which do you want? Do you want me to shut up, or do
you want me to apologise?

EMILY: APOLOGISE! RIGHT NOW!

BIANCA: Fine. I’m sorry, Marion.

EMILY: Louder.

BIANCA: I’m sorry, Marion!

EMILY: And?

BIANCA: And…your play isn’t shit. It’s…very good.

MARION: (blowing her nose) That’s all right, dear. I know you didn’t mean it really. We’re
all a little stressed, that’s all. It’s being cooped up in here that does it. Everyone’s nerves are a
bit strained.

BIANCA: Yeah. That’s it. Definitely.

MARION: Of course it is. Anyway, let’s all take a quick break, shall we? I’m just going to
freshen up a little, then we can continue. Keep learning those lines, people! Won’t be a mo.
(goes off to loo. Everyone sets about learning their lines, except for Tree who goes and
sews in a corner)

BIANCA: (To Emily) God. I hope you and Tim never have any kids. You’re like a bloody
sergeant major.

EMILY: You deserved it.

BIANCA: S’pose.
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EMILY: What’s the matter with you, anyway? You’ve done nothing but sulk since we started
rehearsing this play. You can barely be bothered to say the lines, and you’re really horrible to
Marion even though she’s always lovely to you.

BIANCA: I just can’t be arsed with any of it. Anyway, you can talk – you don’t even know
your lines.

EMILY: For your information, I’ve been extremely busy. And we’re not talking about me,
we’re talking about you. Why did you audition, if you don’t want to be in the play?

BIANCA: Because I just want to get out of the bloody house, that’s why!

EMILY: Your house? Why? Anyway, I thought you lived in London now – why are you even
down here?

BIANCA: I do. Or rather, I did. Mummy’s dragged me back down to this corpse of a village
and put me under house arrest.

EMILY: Why?

BIANCA: Because I’ve already spent all my allowance for the year, and I’ve got into a tiny
bit of debt as well, and I’m not taking life seriously, and I’m not trying hard enough to find a
job or a husband, and she didn’t bring me up to behave like this, and my father would be
terribly disappointed in me if he wasn’t too busy shagging his P.A. to remember that I’m
alive, and she gave up her figure to have me, and I should show a little more gratitude, and
how can she show her face at the ladies golf tournament when everybody knows that her
daughter is a total failure.

EMILY: (laughing) Yes, I can hear your mother saying all that, actually. What did you spend
all your allowance on? (Bianca looks at her and sniffs meaningfully) Oh. All of it?

BIANCA: Well obviously not all of it, I had to buy clothes too, and there were some parties,
and I had a three-week skiing holiday in Val d’Isere in February, but yes, quite a lot of it.

EMILY: Have you got a problem?

BIANCA: Well I bloody have now, I’m down to my last half gram and Jermaine is refusing
to come down from London to sort me out. Bastard. Do you know anyone round here?

EMILY: No, I don’t!

BIANCA: Shame. I bet Simon does. I’ll ask him later.

EMILY: Don’t you think you’d be better off going clean for a while? You’d save so much
money, and it might get your mum off your back.

BIANCA: It will take more than that to get Super Bitch off my back. She’s put a stop on my
rent, which means I can’t go back to London until I show her that I’m ready to behave
responsibly. Which actually means, in mummy-speak, ready to get married. She’s so bloody
gothic.

EMILY: Does she have anyone in mind?
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BIANCA: Some ghastly bumpkin called Terence from Sopton Magna. I mean, Terence?
Who’s even called Terence nowadays?

EMILY: Terence, clearly. So, not your type, then?

BIANCA: God, no. Like, the opposite.

EMILY: So, who is your type, then?

BIANCA: Oh, I don’t know. Someone cool.

EMILY: Like Brian?

BIANCA: No! Not at all like Brian. You’re as bad as Marion.

EMILY: Sorry. Why don’t you invite him to the play? Terence, I mean. Once he’s seen you
in your dress, he’ll probably go off you.

BIANCA: I know, right? It’s utterly gross. And you haven’t seen the evening dress yet, it’s
even worse. Everyone’s always saying how nice Tree is, but it’s like she’s out to get me with
the costumes and I haven’t done anything to her.

EMILY: I don’t think it’s her fault. I think Marion designed the costumes and bought the
fabric – Tree’s just making them. And Tree is nice.

BIANCA: How can you tell? She never bloody says anything.

EMILY: That’s true. But she seems nice.

BIANCA: I think she’s weird. What does she do, when she’s not making hideous costumes?

EMILY: She lives with her mother, I think. I don’t know what she does, actually – I want to
say she makes things and sells them on a crafting website? Something online, anyway.

BIANCA: If mummy does bring Terence to see the play, maybe I can fob him off on Tree.
They’d probably get on well. She’s like, a total hippy, and he’s a farmer’s son, so he likes
earth and stuff. God, I don’t know what mummy’s thinking. Me and a bloody farmer’s son,
can you imagine?

EMILY: Excuse me. There is nothing wrong with farmers.

BIANCA: Can you imagine, though? Living in Sopton Magna for ever and ever. Talking
about pigs all the time. Having to get up at the crack of dawn, to milk the geese.

EMILY: It might not be that bad.

BIANCA: And imagine having to sleep with a farmer! Mud on his clothes and straw all in
his hair, stinking of manure, going at you with his big ham-hands and ham face. Yuck.

EMILY: You do know that Tim is a farmer, don’t you?

BIANCA: Oh shit! I forgot that. Sorry. But he’s not really that kind of farmer, is he? No pigs
or anything.



20

EMILY: No. No pigs. He’s an organic vegetable farmer.

BIANCA: Wasn’t he an accountant or something anyway, before you moved down here?

EMILY: Librarian.

BIANCA: Well that’s totally different. I mean, you can’t imagine Tim with his arm up a
cow’s arse, or wrestling a sheep to the ground, can you?

EMILY: No I can’t! Hand-pollinating melons with a cotton-bud is more his style.

BIANCA: Why are you being so snippy with him today?

EMILY: I don’t know what you’re talking about.

BIANCA: Yes you do. That thing I said about no chemistry, I meant it, you know. It’s like
you don’t even want to look at him.

EMILY: You’re talking nonsense.

BIANCA: I’m not. Whenever he opens his mouth you, like, bite his head off. What did he
do?

EMILY: Nothing.

BIANCA: Obviously he did. Come on, tell auntie Bianca. I can keep a secret, I promise.

EMILY: No, I mean it. He didn’t do anything.

BIANCA: So?

EMILY: That’s just the problem. He doesn’t do anything. You know it was his idea? Moving
here, the farm, everything. He wanted to be closer to his mother and to nature, in that order I
think. This is his dream; to run a cosy little farm, and to have a cosy little cottage, to live off
the fat of the land.

BIANCA: God, that sounds absolutely shit. Is that what you want?

EMILY: I wanted it because Tim wanted it. It didn’t sound like such a bad idea – I want to
have children at some point, and I didn’t want to bring them up in London. We decided that
he’d do the actual farming stuff and I’d deal with the business side of it; bringing the orders
in, handling the accounts, organising the deliveries. I used to be a trader in the city, so I ran
the figures and it seemed feasible. We had enough money to invest, and we worked out that
by the second year we’d be turning a profit.

BIANCA: But?

EMILY: But it hasn’t turned out like I imagined. There are so many expenses that I didn’t
think of. We have to employ someone just to pack the orders, because neither of us has time.
Petrol costs a fortune. There’s a lot more competition out there than I thought, even locally.
And we’ve had blight after blight – it’s like we’re cursed, or something. And then there’s all
these bits of equipment that I didn’t even know existed, picking booms and mulch gatherers
and things, that Tim insists are all essential, but they are so expensive!
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BIANCA: What the fuck is a picking boom?

EMILY: I don’t even know. Isn’t that awful? I barely even have time to look at the actual
farm, or spend any time with Tim, because I spend my whole time on the phone, or on the
computer, or traipsing up and down the country trying to rattle up business. I’m so tired, all
the time. So that’s why I snap.

BIANCA: Oh.

EMILY: That’s why I agreed to be in this stupid play –

BIANCA: Excuse me?

EMILY: This wonderful play, because Tim wanted to do it and I thought, if I was in it too, it
would make me put down the laptop and actually enjoy being with him for a change. But I’ve
missed three rehearsals already because of rescheduled meetings, and when I am here I’m
grumpy.

BIANCA: Does Tim know about all of this? The money problems and everything? Like,
have you even tried talking to him about it?

EMILY: I can’t tell him. He’s happy as Larry, pottering around, fussing with his courgettes
and his wild strawberries. He doesn’t understand things like profit and tax and accountability
– it would only worry him.

BIANCA: I think you’re worrying him already, screeching at him like a harpy over nothing.

EMILY: I don’t screech!

BIANCA: You totally do. You’re worse than mummy.

EMILY: I don’t! I’m not!

BIANCA: This is you talking to Tim. Eeeeeeechchchchchchch! (everybody looks at her.
Marion, who has just come back in, jumps out of her skin).

EMILY: Shut up! Why are you so…I don’t know why I’m even talking to you. Just leave me
alone. (stalks off)

MARION: Right, if everybody’s ready, I think we’ll move on to – Emily, where are you
going, dear?

EMILY: Loo. (exits)

MARION: Well when you come back we’ll be doing Act 1 scene 3, alright? Everyone, as
Brian is in so much of scenes one and two and he’s not here, I think it would be best to move
on to scene 3. This is the scene where Marv and Inspector Rack get into an argument, and
Bella walks in on them. Hopefully Emily will be back from the loo by then. Freddie dear I’m
afraid you’re not in this one, so you can just sit it out.

FREDDIE: Righto. Fine by me.
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MARION: Simon, you’re sitting behind your desk in the study, Tim, you’re standing stiffly
in front of him. Not that stiffly, dear. Right, and…go! (nobody says a word) What’s the
matter?

TIM: Brian has the first line.

MARION: Oh, so he has. Freddie, would you be a dear?

FREDDIE: Certainly. (as Brian/Jack) Do you need me to stay, Inspector?

SIMON: No, you’re doing it all wrong old love. (slowly and thickly)
Do…you…need…me…to…stay…insp…inspec…inspet…inspector?

TIM: Leave it out, Simon. Brian doesn’t sound anything like that.

MARION: No, Simon, you’re not being very helpful. That was perfect, Freddie – would you
mind, just one more time?

FREDDIE: (as Brian/Jack) Do you need me to stay, Inspector?

TIM: No thank you, Mr Jack, you can go for the moment. I may have more questions for you
later, so please don’t go far.

FREDDIE: Yessir.

MARION: Exit Jack.

TIM: Can you please tell me, sir, how Annie came to work for you?

SIMON: Oim afraid oi av little to do wiv domestic arrangements, inspectah. Owever, oi
believe she is the sistah of the gennleman that delivers our milk, and ‘e wos the one oo
recommended ‘er.

TIM: Thank you sir, that’s very clear. Is she a local girl, to your knowledge?

SIMON: Nah. She and er bruvva moved ere a few years ago now. Oi believe she is from one
of the former Soviet states, but oi cannot for the moment recall which one.

TIM: So her name is not originally Annie?

SIMON: No, it’s actually Agnieszka.

TIM: So, she was Eastern European, eh? That explains a lot. Hysterical types, these Eastern
Europeans. Unstable.

SIMON: Oi ‘ave to say, oi never noticed –

TIM: Marion, I’m sorry but I’m still not comfortable with that line.

MARION: Remember dear, we discussed this. It is not you who are saying the line, but
Inspector Rack. You are merely his mouthpiece.

TIM: Yes I know, I understand that. It’s just… I don’t really like being the mouthpiece of
someone so…racist.
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MARION: He’s not exactly racist. He’s just mildly xenophobic.

TIM: That’s just as bad!

SIMON: Get over it, Tim. Not every character you play has to be exactly like you. It’s called
acting.

TIM: It’s alright for you, you don’t have to say the line!

SIMON: Give me the line, then. I don’t give a shit.

MARION: You can’t have the line dear. Rack is the racist one, not Marv.

TIM: There, you see?

MARION: I mean…mildly xenophobic one.

TIM: No, he’s racist. I want that line expunged.

SIMON: Expunged?

TIM: Yes. It means –

SIMON: I know what it bloody means! Do you want to change the bit where Bianca says
how queer it is, too? I mean, it’s a bit homophobic, isn’t it?

TIM: No, I –

SIMON: What about the black pudding for Christmas breakfast? Shall we change that to
“non-colour specific pudding”?

TIM: You’re being ridiculous.

SIMON: No, you’re being ridiculous. You’re making a fuss about absolutely bloody nothing.

TIM: I don’t consider it to be nothing.

SIMON: You know what? People like you really get on my tits. You ponce around,
pretending you’re the king of the moral high ground because you don’t offend anybody,
looking down on people like they’re scum if they use a slightly dodgy word for something,
because they haven’t had a chance to read the updated political correctness rulebook that you
revise every five bloody minutes.

TIM: I do not look –

SIMON: You despise me because I drive a Maserati.

TIM: Do you have any idea how bad they are for the environment?

SIMON: You reported me to the council when I cut down the willow tree in my garden.

TIM: It was an ancient –

SIMON: Its roots were fucking up my driveway! Ever since I was fifteen years old I’ve
worked my fingers to the bloody bone so that I can have nice things, and now I’ve got them
I’d like to keep them that way. But that means nothing to you, does it? You’re so fucking



24

smug and self-righteous, you never stop to think that somebody might, just might, have a
valid point of view that’s different from your own.

TIM: That still doesn’t justify -

SIMON: Frankly, it’s people like you that have got us into the mess we’re in now. You and
bloody hippy peace and love arseholes like Tree.

TIM: You leave her out of it.

MARION: Please, can we all calm down a little?

SIMON: All this turning the other cheek, and political appeasement, and “oh, he’s not that
bad, let’s look for the good in people”, and look where we are now! Under permanent bloody
threat from a tiny maniac with bloody great nukes, and what have we got to fight back with?
Nothing, that’s what! Because fuckwits like you thought the UK would lead a good example
by disarming itself!

TIM: I’m non-political, actually.

SIMON: Of course you are. Of course you bloody are. Non-bloody involvement, yeah? That
way, it’s always someone else’s fault. People like you make a career out of doing nothing and
blaming other people.

MARION: Boys, please -

SIMON: You act like you’re so bloody noble for empowering women, like you respect them
and other people don’t, but the truth is it’s all just laziness and cowardice. It’s a great excuse
to get the women to do all the work while you sit around on your arse doing fuck all and
whinging when everything goes tits-up.

TIM: That’s not true!

SIMON: It is true. Em carries you, and you know it.

FREDDIE: I say, let’s not get personal -

TIM: She does not carry me! I do my share! And her name is Emily, not Em!

SIMON: Poor Em drags you around like a flabby, useless dead weight while you pontificate
on how modern and caring and fucking evolved you are. It’s no wonder she has to look
elsewhere for…

TIM: For what?

SIMON: Nothing.

TIM: No, what were you going to say?

SIMON: Not my place to tell you.

TIM: How dare you. How dare you make foul insinuations about my wife! You know
nothing about my marriage!
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SIMON: I know a fuck of a lot more than you do, apparently.

TIM: I’m warning you! One more word out of you, and I’ll make you regret it!

SIMON: I’d like to see you try!

(Emily bursts in)

EMILY: (reading from script) Marv! Inspector! Please, you mustn’t fight!

MARION: No, Emily, don’t!

EMILY: (confused) But…that was my cue. Wasn’t it? (slowly looks from one to the other)
Oh. What’s happening?

MARION: Nothing to worry about. Just a slight disagreement over one of the lines in the
play!

FREDDIE: Storm in a teacup. All blown over now. Right, chaps?

SIMON: Fine by me. Em, call your chihuahua off, will you?

EMILY: Tim, what’s going on?

TIM: Nothing. Don’t worry.

EMILY: It doesn’t look like nothing. What did you do?

TIM: Oh, right. It has to be my fault, doesn’t it? It couldn’t possibly be his fault. He couldn’t
possibly have done anything wrong.

EMILY: No, I didn’t mean that –

TIM: No, you’re right. Of course it’s my fault. Everything’s always stupid Tim’s fault.

EMILY: There’s no need to get huffy.

TIM: I need some air.

FREDDIE: Can’t go outside, old boy. Not even been an hour, yet.

TIM: No, I know that. It’s an expression. I just need to – go away for a while.

FREDDIE: Quite understand, quite understand. Why don’t you hole up in the kitchen for a
bit? Have a HobNob, cheer you up. (Tim exits)

EMILY: What happened? What did you say to him?

SIMON: Nothing! He just suddenly exploded. He’s a nervy bloke, isn’t he?

EMILY: You didn’t tell him?

SIMON: No, I didn’t tell him.

EMILY: Thank God for that. Can we talk?

SIMON: Sure. Marion, can we take five?
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MARION: Well, since we don’t have a Rack for the moment, we might as well.

SIMON: I’m all yours, Princess.

(Simon and Emily retreat to a corner. Bianca lounges by the wall, inspecting her nails)

MARION: I do hope we’re not stuck down here for too long. I’m not sure all of us will make
it out alive.

FREDDIE: Tempers are a bit frayed, that’s all. Not to worry. Nothing a good cup of tea can’t
fix. Would you like another?

MARION: In a minute. Let’s give Tim time to calm down first.

FREDDIE: Good point. Forgot about him, stewing away in the kitchen. Poor chap.

MARION: Why do you say poor chap, Freddie?

FREDDIE: Well, look at him. Everything he says or does, he seems to put his foot in it,
doesn’t he?

MARION: Do you think Emily’s a little hard on him?

FREDDIE: Couldn’t say, couldn’t say. No doubt she has her reasons. But one can’t help
feeling sorry for the man.

MARION: No one really knows, do they, what’s going on inside somebody else’s
relationship. They’re probably very different with each other in private. I’m sure she loves
him, really.

FREDDIE: I dare say. Not any easy thing, is it, marriage? Bit of a rollercoaster ride, by all
accounts. Not that I have any personal experience in the matter, of course.

MARION: You never wanted to settle down yourself?

FREDDIE: Thought about it. But life has a way of doing its own thing, doesn’t it? Despite
one’s best intentions.

MARION: Never found the right lady?

FREDDIE: Something like that, don’t you know. What about you, old girl? You’ve been on
the market for a good while now. Ever thought about getting back on the horse?

MARION: Freddie!

FREDDIE: Sorry. Rude question. Scratch the last.

MARION: That’s alright.

FREDDIE: Erase it from the records!

MARION: It’s alright, Freddie! It’s a fair question. Gordon has been … gone… for many
years now.

FREDDIE: Do you still miss him a lot?
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MARION: Every day. When I’m reading the paper, when I’m cooking supper, when I’m
watching television. But sometimes I think that it’s really his company that I miss, not him
exactly. Does that make sense?

FREDDIE: Perfectly.

MARION: Oh, I don’t know. Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s time.

FREDDIE: No, no, don’t you listen to me. I’m just a silly old duffer who doesn’t know what
he’s talking about. You wait until you’re good and ready.

MARION: I’m such a terrible coward, if I do that, I’ll be waiting for ever. It’s just such a
daunting prospect, you know, opening your heart up again.

FREDDIE: Quite, quite.

MARION: I mean, it makes one so vulnerable.

FREDDIE: Very true.

MARION: I just felt so safe, with Gordon. I knew that he would die rather than ever hurt me.

FREDDIE: I understand.

MARION: If I were to…you know…take the plunge again, as it were, it would have to be
with somebody I trusted completely.

FREDDIE: Very wise.

MARION: Someone I’d known for a long time.

FREDDIE: Absolutely.

MARION: Somebody who was a true friend.

FREDDIE: That sounds like a jolly good plan. Listen, Marion, I’ve been –

EMILY: (storming across the stage) No, that’s fine! Just forget it. I knew you’d do this to
me.

SIMON: Em, come on, be reasonable.

EMILY: No. Fuck you Simon, and fuck reasonable. I’m tired of being reasonable, and I’m
tired of your bloody prevaricating! Just make up your mind one way or the other; are you
going to commit, or aren’t you?

SIMON: You want an answer now?

EMILY: Right now. Yes, or no?

SIMON: Yes, alright? Yes.

EMILY: You will?

SIMON: I will.
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EMILY: Oh Simon, that’s amazing. That’s just… thank you. Thank you!

(Simon sweeps her into a hug. Behind them, Tim appears at the door.)

TIM: Emily? (walks in hesitantly) Emily? What’s going on?

EMILY: Shit.

TIM: What are you doing? Why are you…

EMILY: Tim, it’s not what you’re thinking.

TIM: What am I thinking, Emily? Go on, tell me what you think I am thinking!

EMILY: You’re thinking there’s something going on between me and Simon.

TIM: No, I’m… yes, actually, that’s exactly what I’m thinking.

EMILY: And you’re right. There is.

TIM: What?

EMILY: But it’s business. That’s all. Just business.

TIM: What kind of business? Why were you hugging him?

EMILY: We’re going to have a contract to supply Simon’s pubs. All of his pubs. Do you
know what this means?

TIM: No. No, I won’t –

EMILY: Five gastro pubs, serving lunch and dinner every day. And all of those people, all of
those hundreds of people, eating our fruit and vegetables. A regular contract, Tim! It’s exactly
what we need right now!

TIM: Not from him!

EMILY: God, this is exactly why I didn’t tell you! I knew you’d react like this!

TIM: I won’t do it. I won’t do a deal with the devil.

EMILY: Oh don’t exaggerate!

TIM: We don’t need him! We can manage!

EMILY: No. We can’t.

TIM: Why? Why can’t we?

EMILY: Because we are in deep shit, Tim. We are drowning in debt. The bank is recalling
the loan, and unless we can show them something concrete, something like this contract with
Simon, we will go bankrupt. We will lose the farm.

TIM: You’re exaggerating. It can’t be that bad.

EMILY: It is that bad.
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BIANCA: Yeah, it really is. She told me all about it.

TIM: You told Bianca? And…and you told Simon. Why didn’t you tell me?

EMILY: I didn’t… I didn’t want to worry you.

TIM: Worry me? Emily, if our business is going under – don’t you think I have a right to
know?

EMILY: You do. Of course you do. I’m sorry Tim. So, now do you see why we need this?

TIM: Is it really the only way?

EMILY: I’ve tried everything else. We’re running out of options, and time. Whether you like
it or not, Simon is our knight in shining armour.

TIM: But…what’s in it for him?

EMILY: What do you mean?

TIM: What does he get out of it? I can see how it would help us, but why’s he doing it? (to
Simon) Who do you use at the moment?

SIMON: Kenley’s.

TIM: There you go, you see. Kenleys are a national company. With the best will in the
world, we can never beat their prices. So, why would he switch to us?

SIMON: Look, I’m just trying to help –

EMILY: Well, we’re local. And our carbon footprint is lower than Kenley’s –

TIM: Oh, don’t even try to tell me he cares about that.

EMILY: And we’re reliable.

TIM: More reliable than Kenley’s? No. No, there’s something else going on here. What are
you up to?

SIMON: Listen, I don’t have to explain myself to you. If Em’s happy –

TIM: Oh. OH! That’s it, isn’t it?

SIMON: That’s what?

TIM: That’s why you’re doing it. It’s so obvious. It’s because of Em.

SIMON: Oh, shut up!

TIM: No, you shut up! You’re after my wife!

SIMON: You’re mental. Em –

TIM: Don’t you talk to her! Don’t you even look at her! If you think for one second that I’m
going to sit back and watch while you steal my wife and drive off with her in your stupid,
orange, penis-extension car, you have another think coming, you bastard!
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SIMON: Now you just listen –

TIM: She’s mine, do you hear me? Mine! You can’t have her!

SIMON: Oh really? And does Em get any say in this at all? Don’t you think she should be
allowed to decide for herself who she wants to be with?

TIM: She’s married to me! She wants to be with me! Isn’t that right, Emily? (long pause)
Emily?

SIMON: (smugly) Well, Em? What’s it to be? Me, or Tim Nice But Dim, here?

EMILY: Is it true?

SIMON: Is what true?

EMILY: Is that why you agreed to the contract? Because you wanted to get into my
knickers?

SIMON: Look, the thing is -

EMILY: Answer me!

SIMON: Well, of course I want to get into your knickers. I mean, look at you! I’m not a
bloody eunuch!

EMILY: And that’s why you agreed to the contract?

SIMON: Yes, alright, that’s why I agreed to the contract. You see, that’s how much I want
you – for your sake, I was prepared to give up a great contract with a reputable firm and give
your little tin-pot company a chance.

EMILY: And what – you’d ride in on your white horse and save my little tin pot company,
and I’d be so grateful I’d just drop my drawers and bend over your bar top for you? Was that
the idea?

SIMON: No, Em, it wasn’t like that, I –

EMILY: Don’t call me that! How dare you! How could you ever think I would jeopardise my
marriage for the…for the sake of a … contract! For money!

SIMON: Not for money –

EMILY: How could you ever, ever think I would choose you over Tim? Over my husband?
He is twice the man you are!

SIMON: Oh, come on!

EMILY: He is! He may not be savvy, like you, but he has integrity. He is honest, and kind.
He is a good man.

TIM: Really? Do you really mean that?

EMILY: Oh, shut up, Tim! Of course I bloody mean it! I love you, you prat!
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TIM: I love you too! (the two fall into a passionate embrace)

BIANCA: Gross. Old people PDA. Vom.

EMILY: You want sexual chemistry, I’ll show you sexual chemistry. (dives in again)

BIANCA: Yuck! Eye bleach, eye bleach!

SIMON: You won’t get a better offer than this, Em. If you pass it up, you’re an even bigger
cretin than your gormless husband.

TIM: Don’t you dare call my wife a cretin, you arsehole!

EMILY: Yeah! Don’t call my husband gormless, you dick!

SIMON: Well, fuck you both, and the Prius you rode in on. Enjoy bankruptcy!

TIM: That does it. Come here! (launches himself at Simon)

BLACKOUT

(THUD)

TIM: Ow.

INTERVAL

ACT TWO

(Freddie and Marion are chatting. Tree is sewing in one corner. Simon is sulking in
another corner. Tim, Emily and Bianca are sat in a bored huddle. Tim has a black eye and
is dabbing at his nose with a tissue.

EMILY: Leave it alone, Tim.

TIM: It really hurts!

EMILY: Well, you’re not going to make it any better by poking at it. You’ll just make it
bleed again.

TIM: I think it’s broken.

EMILY: It’s not broken.
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TIM: How can you tell?

EMILY: Because if it was broken, it would make a click-click sound when I do this! (dives
for his nose)

TIM: Don’t touch it! Get off!

EMILY: (laughing) Sorry, darling. My brave little soldier.

TIM: Stop laughing at me.

EMILY: I’m not laughing at you! I’m very proud of you.

TIM: No, you’re not. I didn’t even scratch him.

EMILY: You nearly did! You nearly got in a really good punch, at the beginning.

TIM: Before he floored me, you mean.

EMILY: Well yes. But I’m sure it really hurt him when you (starts laughing again) grabbed
hold of his hair!

TIM: Alright, alright! Leave it, now, please.

EMILY: My hero. My battle-scarred he-man. (kisses him)

BIANCA: Aaarrgggh, would you two please give it a rest!

TIM: No. (kisses Emily again. Suddenly, the lights flicker and die)

BIANCA: Oh my god, what’s happening?

EMILY: Tim?

SIMON: Shit! Where’s my torch.

TIM: Emily, are you ok? Emily!

SIMON: Tim, have you got my torch?

MARION: Freddie, where are you?

BIANCA: Ow! Get your hand out from under my skirt!

TIM: Sorry. Thought you were Emily.

BIANCA: Pervert.

EMILY: Oh shut up, Bianca.

FREDDIE: Stay calm, troops, stay calm. It’s just the generator, up to her old tricks. Doesn’t
last long, usually. The lights will be back on in no time.

MARION: Right, everybody just keep still. We’ll wait it out.
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(long pause, punctuated by a sniff, then the lights flicker back on. Emily and Tim are in
each other’s arms. Freddie has his arm around Marion. Simon looks scared. Bianca has
powder on her nose and a rolled up fiver in her hand. Tree is, implausibly, still sewing)

EVERYONE EXCEPT TREE: Bianca!

BIANCA: What?

MARION: Must you, dear?

BIANCA: Yes.

MARION: Wouldn’t you rather have a nice cup of tea and a HobNob?

BIANCA: No.

MARION: Well, I know I would. I tell you what, I’ll make a pot. Will you help me, Freddie?

FREDDIE: Righto. Lead on.

(Marion and Freddie exit)

BIANCA: I bet you he felt her up when the lights went out.

EMILY: Who? What?

BIANCA: Freddie, of course! I bet, the minute the lights went out, his hands were full of
Marion boobage. He probably turned them off himself, on purpose. Dirty old perv.

EMILY: Bianca! Don’t be such a disgusting brat.

TIM: Freddie? Cop a feel? I hardly think that’s his style.

BIANCA: You can never tell about people. Anyway, I don’t exactly think she’d mind, do
you?

TIM: Why do you say that?

BIANCA: Because it’s totally obvious that she fancies him, that’s why!

TIM: No she doesn’t.

BIANCA: Yes she does! “Dear Freddie” and “You’re so marvellous, Freddie” and
“Ding-Dong, Freddie!” She’s gagging for it.

TIM: She’s a nice lady, that’s just how she talks.

BIANCA: “Help me with the tea, Freddie! Let me lick your HobNob, Freddie! Pop a little
blue pill and roger me over the PG Tips, Freddie!”

EMILY: Bianca! Ssssh.

TIM: You do talk nonsense.

EMILY: She does, and she is quite revolting. But, do you know what? I think she might be
onto something this time.
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TIM: You’re not serious?

EMILY: I am, actually. Think about it – Marion’s always asking Freddie’s opinion on things,
she always defers to him, she always compliments him. They’re always going off to have
little private chats.

TIM: They’re just good friends, that’s all.

EMILY: She’s forever giving him presents – those bloody awful purple gloves she knitted
him, that fruit cake, the mug that says World’s Greatest Actor.

BIANCA: Which is just such a lie.

EMILY: Exactly. What if it’s all part of a rather genteel seduction routine? What if she’s
following the W.I. guide to wooing?

TIM: Courtship by cake, you mean?

EMILY: Exactly. Oh, wouldn’t it be nice if they got together? Really romantic.

TIM: No, I don’t think so.

EMILY: Because they’re old, you mean?

TIM: No, I don’t mean that exactly –

EMILY: Do you think old people don’t have feelings? Needs?

TIM: No, of course I don’t think that!

BIANCA: You just don’t want to imagine two horny geriatrics getting it on. Smushing their
wrinkly old bits together. Rubbing liver-spotted wobblies.

TIM: Bianca, stop it, please!

BIANCA: See? You think it’s disgusting. And I don’t think that’s very nice of you. You’re a
bigot.

TIM: I’m not a bigot!

BIANCA: Yes, you are. Old people deserve sex, too you know, Tim.

EMILY: You should get that on a t shirt. We can give it to Marion as her director’s gift.

TIM: Do you really think she likes him?

EMILY: I do. I think that Bianca, despite appearances, is actually rather perspicacious.

BIANCA (sniffing her pits in outrage) I’m so not! I put two lots of deodorant on this
morning. It’s probably Tree. I bet she doesn’t even know what deodorant is.

EMILY: Perspicacious. It means…you’re intuitive. (Bianca looks blank)

TIM: Try again.

EMILY: You have good insights into the way people feel.
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BIANCA: Oh! Yes, I do, don’t I? I knew about Daddy and his P.A. ages before Mummy
found out. We totally need to get them together. Marion and Freddie, I mean. Then Marion
will be really happy, and she might forget about this shit play.

EMILY: Bianca!

BIANCA: Sorry. About this brilliant, lovely play.

SIMON: (from his sulking corner) Christ. If you ask me, you’re all as fucking thick as each
other.

TIM: Nobody did ask you. Shut your face.

SIMON: Shut your face?? Really? Well, yah boo sucks to you too. And no returns.

EMILY: What do you mean, Simon?

SIMON: What I mean, Emily, is that you are all completely wrong. You couldn’t be more
wrong. Marion and Freddie are never going to get together.

EMILY: You don’t know that.

SIMON: I do. How much do you want to bet?

EMILY: Now who’s being juvenile?

BIANCA: She totally wants him, though! And she’s not bad looking, for an ancient person.
If she sorted her hair out and got a facial, and stopped wearing those gopping bag lady
clothes, she’d be a wrinkly babe.

SIMON: She could get a face lift and a tit job, strip naked and do the hula in his face, she
still wouldn’t get anywhere with Freddie.

EMILY: That’s really unkind. And I’m sure it’s not true. They clearly like each other.

TIM: Ignore him.

SIMON: (getting up and wandering over) Seriously, are you all fucking blind? Do you
really not know?

BIANCA: Know what?

TIM: He’s just trying to wind us up.

SIMON: Au contraire, my dear Tim. How’s your nose, by the way?

TIM: Shut up about my nose.

SIMON: Fair enough. As I was saying, in your romantic plotting, you all seem to have
overlooked one tiny, minor detail.

EMILY: What’s that, then?

SIMON: The fact that Freddie, dear, spiffing old Freddie, bats for the other team.
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EMILY: No! Really?

BIANCA: What? What does that mean?

SIMON: Freddie. Is. Gay.

BIANCA: Oh my God!

TIM: How the hell would you know?

SIMON: It couldn’t be more obvious if he was wearing leather chaps with his arse poking
out. Honestly, I can’t believe none of you noticed.

BIANCA: But…he doesn’t sound gay.

SIMON: And just exactly what do gay people sound like, petal? They don’t all talk like
Julian Clary, you know.

BIANCA: Who’s Julian Clary?

TIM: But he doesn’t…I mean, he’s never…

SIMON: What? He’s never tried to feel you up? Maybe you’re not his type, dearie.

TIM: No, that’s not what I meant. I…

SIMON: You’re shocked, aren’t you? Politically correct Timothy is shocked that one of his
friends might be gay. Oh dear. Tut tut, Timothy. Your conservative roots are showing.

TIM: I’m not shocked. I just don’t think it’s true. You’re just stirring.

(Unnoticed, Marion and Freddie enter behind them, with tea and biscuits).

SIMON: Me? I’m stirring? I’m not the one who’s trying to set him up with Old Maid
Marion. Which will never work. Why? Let me see. Oh yes, because Freddie is gay!

MARION: Oh! drops the biscuits)

EMILY: Oh Marion, Freddie, I’m so sorry. He didn’t mean it. He’s messing around.

MARION: Why…why would you say something like that?

SIMON: Look, I dunno -

FREDDIE: Is that what people say about me? That I’m a homosexual?

TIM: Ignore him, he’s just being an arse as usual, talking rubbish, winding us all up.

MARION: That’s not very kind, Simon.

EMILY: No, it isn’t. He’s not very kind. But it doesn’t mean anything, Freddie, really.
Simon, tell him.

SIMON: Apologies, Freddie. Me and my big gob.

FREDDIE: Is that really what you think, Simon?
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SIMON: No, of course I don’t. Just…messing around. Talking shit.

FREDDIE: Is that what you all think?

EMILY: No, Freddie!

MARION: Of course not!

BIANCA: I never thought it was true.

TIM: Me neither.

FREDDIE: Really? (a long pause, as he looks round at them). Well. Then you’re all wrong.

MARION: Freddie? What are you saying?

FREDDIE: I’m sorry, Marion. Should have told you. Meant to, kept putting it off, like a
coward. Story of my life, really.

MARION: But you’re just teasing. You don’t really mean –

FREDDIE: I’m afraid I do, my dear.

MARION: Then you’re –

FREDDIE: A homosexual, yes. Gay. Queer as a coot. I’m sure there are a lot of new, modern
terms for it too, but I don’t know them. Bit out of the loop, you might say. Out of practice.
(turns to Simon) How d’you clock me?

SIMON: I don’t know. It was just always just really obvious.

EMILY: Not to me. I didn’t have a clue.

TIM: Me neither.

BIANCA: I’m like, totally blown away. Simon’s got massively good Gaydar.

FREDDIE: Gaydar? Is that what they’re calling it now? (chuckles) That’s rather good.
Gaydar.

SIMON: Freddie, mate, I am so sorry for blowing your cover. I assumed everyone knew.

FREDDIE: Well, it’s done now. No use crying over spilt milk.

(Marion starts to totter)

EMILY: Freddie, look out - catch Marion! (Freddie turns and grabs her before she falls)

SIMON: Shit.

EMILY: Marion! Marion, are you ok? (everybody crowds round, except for Tree)

FREDDIE: Marion? Oh Marion, I’m so sorry! Say something!

TIM: What do we do?

BIANCA: Shouldn’t we slap her, or something?
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TREE: (marching over) Everyone get back. You’re not helping. Freddie, put Marion on the
chair please. Let me have a look at her. Stand back, please. (she looks at Marion’s eyes,
checks her airways, takes her pulse, feels her forehead)

EMILY: Is she going to be alright?

TREE: Sssh. (continues counting Marion’s pulse)

BIANCA: Is she dead?

TREE: No. She’s not dead. She’s going to be fine. Tim, go and fetch a glass of water, please.
She’s coming round. (Tim goes off) Marion? Can you hear me?

MARION: What?

TREE: You’ve had a bit of a turn. Don’t try to get up, just rest for a bit.

MARION: I feel sick.

TREE: Lean forward a bit, slowly. That’s it. Now, put your head down between your knees.
Well done. Just stay like that for a bit. It will pass.

EMILY: See what you’ve done, Simon? I hope you’re proud of yourself.

SIMON: What? How is this my fault?

BIANCA: You gave her a shock.

EMILY: Exactly. What were you thinking? Her heart could have given out. She could have
had a stroke, or a seizure.

BIANCA: Shock is very bad for old people. It can kill them.

MARION: (from between her knees) I can hear you, you know.

TREE: You’re feeling better.

MARION: No I’m not.

TREE: Yes, you are. (Tim comes in with a glass of water) Here. Drink some of this. Come
on, head up. That’s it. (Marion drinks some of the water.) Ok?

MARION: Yes.

TREE: Good. Take it easy now. No dancing. No star jumps.

MARION: Star jumps! That’ll be the day.

(Tree retreats to her corner)

FREDDIE: Marion, I am so sorry. So very sorry.

MARION: It’s not your fault, Freddie dear. It was just…a bit of a shock, that’s all. I’m
overreacting. Ignore me.

FREDDIE: No, you’re not overreacting. It’s my fault. All of it.
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MARION: You haven’t done anything wrong. You never gave me reason to think… you
know. I just…hoped, that’s all. I’m just a very silly old woman, who got her hopes up. And
now I’m making a ridiculous fuss over nothing at all, really.

FREDDIE: I should have told you. I should have told you years ago.

MARION: Well yes, you should have. Why didn’t you?

FREDDIE: Habit, don’t you know. Keep schtum, don’t let the cat out of the bag. Don’t rock
the boat.

EMILY: But Freddie, you have nothing to hide! Being gay is nothing to be ashamed of!

FREDDIE: Ah, there speaks someone who was born after 1967.

BIANCA: Were you? Were you born after 1967?

EMILY: Yes, I bloody was, thank you!

BIANCA: Oh. What happened in 1967?

FREDDIE: The decriminalisation of homosexuality in England. A great breakthrough for
humanity. Not in Scotland or Ireland, of course, that came much later. But still. A triumph.

BIANCA: What, before that it was illegal to be gay?

FREDDIE: It certainly was, young lady. Hard to imagine now, isn’t it? Many people, some
of them friends of mine, were disgraced, ruined – some were even sent to prison. Those were
dark days.

BIANCA: That’s mental! How can it be illegal? It’s not like murder, or kidnapping, or
stealing a car. It’s just bum sex.

MARION: Bianca! Please!

FREDDIE: You do have an extraordinary way with words. But yes, I agree with you. As did
most of my friends. So, as you can imagine, we were all jolly pleased when the law was
passed. No longer would we feel frightened and ashamed. We could love who we wanted to
love. We could, at last, be proud to be who we were. No more hiding!

EMILY: (gently) But you’re still hiding, Freddie. Fifty years later, you’re still hiding. Why is
that?

FREDDIE: Yes. Well. Turns out that, hard as it was to change the law, it was even harder to
change people’s attitudes. Government said we could no longer be punished for…er…bum
sex, but that didn’t mean that everybody was happy about it. Lots of people still thought we
were unnatural, twisted. Some people thought we flew in the face of God’s plan, and were
going straight to hell. Men were frightened that we were going to start attacking them in the
streets. Some people simply thought we were disgusting.

TIM: My gran still thinks that. She says it really loudly, in public. It’s so embarrassing.
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FREDDIE: There you are, you see? Still happening. People take a long time to change, to
evolve, to accept. But back then it was worse. A lot worse. We were turned away from pubs.
We were turned down for jobs. We were spat on in the streets. We were beaten. Realise now,
of course, that people were simply ignorant and afraid, but that didn’t make the burst lips and
broken ribs any less painful. It didn’t make the taunts and the names any less humiliating.

BIANCA: That’s awful.

MARION: Oh poor, poor Freddie.

FREDDIE: Poor Freddie’s about right. I wasn’t much of a fighter, even back then. Too
clumsy. Kept sticking my head in the way of the other fellow’s fist. Gave it my best shot,
though! Never let an insult pass. And so I got whooped again, and again, and again. Until one
day, in a Cambridge back street, I was getting a damn good hiding when somebody stepped
in. Dragged ‘em off me, laid two of ‘em out before I’d even got back on my feet. Then he
picked me up and dusted me off, and the two of us went to the pub for a quick stiffener, then
we had a couple more, and before you knew it, we were in love! Quick as that. Sounds silly, I
know – but we just knew.

EMILY: What was his name?

FREDDIE: Lionel. Lionel Grimshaw. My lion. He was a couple of years older than me and
he had a lot more nous. Knew how to stay out of trouble, but when there was no choice but to
get into it, he took no prisoners. He was glorious, truly glorious. And all of a sudden, I felt
safe. Do you understand?

MARION: I do.

FREDDIE: Yes, yes of course you do.

EMILY: It’s what everybody wants. To feel safe.

FREDDIE: It is. And Lionel made me feel safe. But he was so much more than that. He was
kind, and he was clever, and he made me laugh. And he helped me. He introduced me to his
friends, and for the first time ever in my life, I was part of a group. Accepted, you know?
They weren’t all gay, by any means, but they were…open minded. And eclectic. I learned a
lot, damn quickly too. We talked about the world, about politics, about the environment. I
went on marches, and protests, I stood on soap boxes, always with Lionel by my side. I was
confident, and happy. I was in love.

TIM: Were you studying in Cambridge?

FREDDIE: Mmm. History and politics. Always seen the two as inextricably entwined; to
understand one, you have to know about the other. People don’t think about that - explains
why they keep getting things wrong, over and over again. Nothing changes.

TIM: So how did you end up here, in Frogford?

FREDDIE: One of the perils of falling in love – you lose your focus. Nothing was as
important as Lionel, you see. And he wasn’t studying, he was a writer. Lots of free time. So I
started skipping the odd lecture, the odd seminar here and there, to be with him. Lionel told
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me not to, said my education was important. Didn’t listen. Buggered up my degree,
somewhat. Didn’t fail, you understand, but the pater wasn’t happy. Job offers were not
flooding in. Then, on the grapevine, I heard that Frogford Grammar was looking for a history
teacher. Didn’t want to go, of course, wanted to stay in Cambridge with Lionel. But the pater
made it clear I didn’t have much choice. So, I toddled down here, started teaching, found this
house. I was worried, of course, that Lionel would forget me. He had such a busy social life,
he was always meeting new people – and here I was, buried in the country.

EMILY: And did he? Forget you?

FREDDIE: He did not. He wrote, he telephoned, he came to visit all the time. A train and
two buses to get here, but he did it. He did it. Within months, he was a pretty permanent
fixture here.

BIANCA: God. He must really have liked you, to move to Frogford on purpose, just to be
with you.

FREDDIE: We liked it here. It was pretty – it still is. It was peaceful. And, most importantly
– we were together.

BIANCA: So, why did he leave you?

FREDDIE: What makes you think he did?

BIANCA: Well, he’s not here now, is he?

FREDDIE: That doesn’t mean he left me.

BIANCA: Oh my God! Did you kill him? Is he buried here? Did you murder him when he
tried to leave you? Is that why you built this bunker – to put the body in? Where is he?

FREDDIE: No, of course I didn’t murder him! What a terrifying imagination you have,
child.

EMILY: (gently) Is…is he dead though, Freddie?

FREDDIE: Ah, you’re talking about the black death that scythed through us in the 80s and
90s. No, thank God, I was spared and so, I hope, was Lionel.

EMILY: You hope? You don’t know? What happened?

FREDDIE: What happened is that I was promoted. Against all the odds, I did rather well at
Frogford Grammar, and after a few years, I was offered the headship. The prospect of a
lifetime of security and respect was dangled before my eager eyes.

EMILY: You must have been pleased.

FREDDIE: I was. Until it was made clear to me that the position was being offered to me by
the governors with…certain conditions attached.

TIM: Conditions?

EMILY: Oh.
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FREDDIE: Yes indeed. Oh. Can you guess what those conditions were?

EMILY: I think so. They wanted you to give up Lionel, didn’t they?

FREDDIE: Yes. They did. When I was an obscure, impoverished history teacher they had
been prepared to overlook my proclivities, as they were pleased to call them. But as head, my
whole life would be open to scrutiny and criticism. The implication was that some of the
parents would rather remove their son from the school than expose him to the perils of a
homosexual headmaster. In case I exerted undue influence or, horror of horrors, let my baser
desires get the better of me.

BIANCA: But you’re gay, not a paedo. (gasping) You’re not a paedo, are you??

FREDDIE: No, I am not a paedo. But back then, the two things were synonymous in many
people’s minds. And homosexuality was seen as a disease that one could catch, and to which
the young were particularly susceptible. I had a clear choice – my lover, or my career.

TIM: And you chose your career?

FREDDIE: Actually, I didn’t. I was all for turning it down. Chock full of outrage, I was
going to march in there and tell them where they could stuff their rotten headship, and their
school. But Lionel, dear, kind Lionel, persuaded me not to. He said they had no legal right to
force me to make such a choice, and I should accept the headship and just carry on exactly as
before. He said that they would come to accept my orientation in time, that once I had proved
my worth as head they would be persuaded to overlook my private life. He said I mustn’t
jeopardise my career for his sake, and he was happy to be discreet if it would help me. So, I
took the job.

EMILY: And did they? Did they come to accept you?

FREDDIE: No, they did not. Once they realised what was going on, heavy hints were
dropped. Veiled threats were made. But I loved my job. I loved the school, and I loved the
boys. And so, little by little, I began to push poor Lionel out. Stopped referring to him when I
was in company. Avoided being seen with him in public. Started to feel embarrassed by him,
found reasons why he should not come down and stay. He began to spend more and more
time in London. And inevitably, the day came when I suggested that he should not come
down any more.

BIANCA: You dumped him?

FREDDIE: Yes. To my everlasting shame, I did.

EMILY: How did he take it?

FREDDIE: In typical Lionel style. He smiled, and said that he understood. Then he packed
his bags, and he kissed me goodbye, and he left. I never saw or heard from him again.

BIANCA: What, you never tried to find him?

FREDDIE: No. Too ashamed. Thought it best just to let him get on with his life, without me.
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EMILY: That’s really sad.

MARION: Was there ever anybody else, Freddie?

FREDDIE: No. Nobody else could ever be to me what Lionel was. So. Now you know the
truth. I have lived a long and full life entirely without love, because when I was young I
turned my back on it. I do not deserve love.

MARION: That’s not true! Everybody deserves love.

SIMON: Yeah, well. Some of us wouldn’t know what to do with it if we got it.

FREDDIE: That was certainly true of me. D’you know, Lionel helped me build this bunker?

TIM: Really?

SIMON: I knew you couldn’t have done this on your own.

FREDDIE: We worked on it for over a year. He and I, together. Listening to music on our
little radio. Helping each other. Laughing. Making our plans. So happy. Let me show you
something. (walks over to the wall.) See this poster? (indicates a ban the bomb poster.
Everybody nods. He rips it from the wall. Underneath is a little mural of clasped hands,
with the words “Lionel and Freddie. Love will overcome.”) Lionel painted that. I covered
it up because I couldn’t bear to look at it after…afterwards. Couldn’t bring myself to get rid
of it altogether, but it was a constant reminder of my unkindness, my stupidity. My loss.

MARION: Oh, Freddie. Dear Freddie.

SIMON: Love didn’t overcome, did it?

FREDDIE: No. It didn’t. Sometimes I wonder if it ever does. (starts to cry)

MARION: (jumps up) Oh no, please don’t cry! We’re all here for you, and we love you,
Freddie.

TIM: Of course we do.

EMILY: Very much.

BIANCA: Yeah. You rock.

SIMON: Not us he wants though, is it?

FREDDIE: Sorry, chaps. Didn’t mean to get maudlin. Just…I think I’d better…so
embarrassing. (he rushes off to the loo)

MARION: Do you think I should –

SIMON: No, I’ll go. It’s my fault anyway, all of this. I’ll look after him. (exits)

MARION: (collapses into chair) Oh, poor Freddie. Poor, poor Freddie. Holding onto this
secret, all this time… I never knew.

EMILY: None of us did. He’s a better actor than I thought. Sorry, That was mean.



44

BIANCA: Yeah. Bitch.

EMILY: How are you doing, Marion?

MARION: I honestly don’t know. It’s been a bit of a shock, to be honest. I feel sad. I feel
stupid. I feel… old and alone.

BIANCA: But Freddie’s still your friend.

EMILY: And so are we.

MARION: I know. Thank you. Don’t worry about me. It’s Freddie we need to think about
right now. He’s going to need a lot of love.

EMILY: We can do that.

MARION: To be honest, what I really need right now is a stiff drink.

EMILY: Me too, actually.

BIANCA: There isn’t any here. I looked.

EMILY: Oh well. Tea, anyone?

BIANCA: I think I can do better than that. (reaching into her pocket)

EMILY: Bianca, no! For God’s sake!

BIANCA: Not that! I haven’t got any left anyway. But I do have…this! (brings out a small
bag)

EMILY: (through gritted teeth) Bianca! There is plenty of tea in the kitchen. We don’t need
your…special tea.

BIANCA: No, it’s not tea! It’s –

EMILY: Yes, it is!

MARION: Emily, dear, I lived through the sixties. Do you really think I don’t recognise a
bag of weed when I see one?

BIANCA: See? Marion’s cool. (starts to roll a joint) This is just what we all need right now.

MARION: None for me, thank you dear.

BIANCA: Are you sure? It’ll really chill you out.

TIM: I don’t think you should be doing that in here.

BIANCA: God, shut up, dad.

TIM: There’s no ventilation.

BIANCA: Then we can all share it. Cheap round.

EMILY: It’s Freddie’s bunker. You should really ask him for permission.
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BIANCA: He won’t care. He can have some too.

MARION: I’m not sure it’s really Freddie’s thing, Bianca.

BIANCA: He was in the sixties too. I bet he was, like, a super-mad pot-head. And Tree’s
such a hippy, she probably grows it in her garden. And you don’t mind, do you Tim?

TIM: Er…no. No, no, you go ahead.

BIANCA: See? You’re the only one who has a problem with it, grandma.

EMILY: Shut up. I don’t have a problem with it.

BIANCA: You totally do. You were born middle aged.

EMILY: I was not! Fine, whatever.

MARION: (sniffing the bag) Gosh, that smell takes me back!

BIANCA: Are you sure you don’t want some?

EMILY: Of course she doesn’t!

MARION: Do you know what? Why the hell not! It’s been a strange day.

BIANCA: Yay, Marion! Come on Emily, Tim, join us.

EMILY: No.

TIM: No, thank you.

BIANCA: Join us! Join us! Join us! I’ll even let you spark up if you like.

EMILY: I really shouldn’t.

BIANCA: Why not? It’s just the same as having a gin and tonic. And we haven’t got any gin.

EMILY: Well, when you put it that way. Come on then, hand it over.

TIM: Emily!

EMILY: No, actually, Tim, I’m with Marion. Why the hell not? We’re stuck in a hole
underground, you’ve got a black eye and we’re probably going to go bankrupt. I think this is
the perfect time to get stoned, don’t you?

TIM: Fair enough. I’ll pass, though – I always used to white out at uni. Don’t fancy doing it
again. I’ll go and make some tea.

EMILY: Ok, wuss. (Tim exits) Bianca, have you got a lighter?

BIANCA: (handing it over) Madame.

(Lights fizzle and die. Emily sparks up. Coughing.)

EMILY: Lights have gone again.

MARION: They’ll be back on in a bit. Freddie will sort it out.
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BIANCA: Emily, don’t hog it all. Pass it over to Marion.

EMILY: Hang on, just one more…there we go. Marion, where are you?

MARION: Here, I’m reaching over to you…thank you dear.

PAUSE

EMILY: This is a really weird situation to be in.

BIANCA: Tell me about it. This is not how I pictured my life.

EMILY: What, are we not good enough for you, Bianca?

BIANCA: I didn’t mean that.

EMILY: Are we not cool enough?

BIANCA: Shut up. No –

EMILY: You mean to say, you’ve got things you’d rather be doing than getting stoned with
the Frogford Players in a hole in the ground on a Saturday afternoon?

BIANCA: Well, yeah, I – are you taking the piss?

EMILY: Maybe. A little bit.

BIANCA: Bitch. Marion, take it easy! Hand it over.

MARION: There’s not much left.

BIANCA: Fuck. I don’t think you should have had that much. Either of you.

MARION: Why not? Is it because we’re old people?

BIANCA: Well – yeah. And it’s a bit strong.

EMILY: I’m not old! I’m…what am I?

MARION (laughing): I am! I’m really, really old! I’m ancient! I’m…a…dinosaur!!!!

BIANCA: Oh God.

MARION: Fossilised! I’m a fossil!

EMILY: What did you say?

BIANCA: Jesus.

EMILY: No, really. What was it? You said something but I’ve…I’ve forgotten.

MARION: I need someone to dig me up. Dig up the Marion fossil. A man! I need a man to
come and dig me up!

BIANCA: Urrrggghh!!! Listen, Marion, (lights come back on) listen, when we get out of
here I’m going to show you how Tinder works. We’ll find you a nice man on Tinder.



47

MARION: A nice man! A nice…archaeologist!

EMILY: I want to get out of here. I have to get out of here. I have an appointment.
With…thingy. A very important appointment. Important appointment. Important
appointment. Important appointment.

BIANCA: Well, you wouldn’t make a very good impression if you went now. You sound like
a basket case.

MARION: Tinder! Tinder Box. Strike a light.

BIANCA: But not as much as Marion does.

MARION: Do you have a nice man, Bianca?

BIANCA: You know I don’t.

MARION: But you could have one, if you wanted one.

BIANCA: Of course I could. (suddenly suspicious) Hang on. Are you talking about someone
in particular?

MARION: No.

BIANCA: Yes, you are. You’re talking about Brian. Again. Why do you keep throwing Brian
at me? I don’t want him.

MARION: Why not? I don’t understand it at all. He’s a lovely boy.

BIANCA: He’s alright.

MARION: He’s lovely. He’s a lovely, lovely, lovely, lovely, lovely, lovely boy.

BIANCA: Why don’t you have him then, if you’re so mad keen? Solve everybody’s
problem.

MARION: Oh, he doesn’t want me. He doesn’t want the old Marion fossil. He wants young
Bianca.

BIANCA: Shut up. No he doesn’t.

EMILY: Actually, I think he does.

BIANCA: No, he doesn’t.

EMILY: Doesn’t what?

BIANCA: Christ. You two are barking.

EMILY: No, we’re not.

MARION: Woof! Woof! (falls about laughing, then stops laughing suddenly) I feel sick.

BIANCA: Oh for God’s sake. Come on, quick, I’ll take you to the loo. I hope Freddie and
Simon aren’t still in there, it’s going to be a squeeze if they are. (they exit)
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EMILY: (singing) All by myself! Don’t wanna be all by myself, anyMOOORREEEE! Oh,
Tree! You’re here. Not all by myseeeelllfffff… Oh, Tree! What am I going to do? What am I
going to do, Tree? What am I going to do about…what? About what? About money, that’s it.
Tree, Tree, Tree. We’re going to lose the farm, and there is nothing I can do about it. Too
many people, all doing the same thing. We can’t compete. We’re finished. I don’t care. No, I
do care. Tim cares, you know. He cares a lot. And I care about Tim. So I do care. About …it.
You don’t care. You don’t have to care, it’s not about you. It’s about me. Me, and Tim, and
the farm. The farm is beautiful, Tree. I forget how beautiful it is sometimes, when I’m cross
and it’s eating money. But it is beautiful. And I’m going to lose it. Tim is beautiful too, and
he’s going to be sad. Frogford is beautiful, but we will have to leave beautiful Frogford and
go back to…where? Where do we come from, Tree? Shit. It’s on the tip of my tongue.
London! That’s it. We don’t want to be there. It’s not very beautiful. You’re beautiful though,
Tree. Oh Tree, I wish I weren’t so stupid! My brain doesn’t work. There has to be a solution,
I just don’t know…I don’t know anything! That’s the problem! I don’t know anything at all!
God, I just realised that. That’s amazing. Wow.

TREE: Have you thought about franchising?

EMILY: (long pause) Tree, you said something. You said something interesting and
important. What was it?

TREE: Franchising. Have you thought about it?

EMILY: Franchising. Franchising. No, I haven’t thought about it…I…hang on, hang on, let
me think. That… might actually be a good idea, Tree.

TREE: You said there’s a lot of competition out there. Are they as good as you?

EMILY: No! No, no, no. We’re the best! The bestest!

TREE: So the reason they’re doing better than you is just because they’re bigger, more
established and have better distribution and marketing, yes?

EMILY: Well…yes. Because we’re the bestest.

TREE: Well then. Why don’t you ask one of them if you can be their franchisee?

EMILY: Oh my God. Oh my God. Why didn’t I think of this?

TREE: It just seems like the obvious solution. You carry on exactly as you are now, only
under their brand, and you get all the benefits of being part of a large company. Including
financial security.

EMILY: We’d have to give up our company name. Tim would hate that. He loves being…
being…shit. I’ve forgotten. I’ve forgotten the bloody name of the bloody farm. Applecores?
Applecheeks? Horseapples? Fuck, I can’t remember. I’ve always hated it anyway.

TREE: There you go, then.

EMILY: We’d…I’d have to look into the finances. And we’d have to protect ourselves, make
sure we didn’t compromise our crebil…creli…credilibity.
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TREE: Don’t you think it’s a small price to pay if it means you can save the farm?

EMILY: God yes. Oh my God. Do you think it will work? Do you think we can save the
farm?

TREE: I don’t see why not. It’s your best hope, anyway.

TIM: (enters) What is?

EMILY: Tim! Tim, I’ve had the most wonderful…I mean, Tree has had the most wonderful
idea!

TIM: What’s that?

EMILY: I don’t know.

TIM: What?

EMILY: I’ve forgotten. Oh God. Help me, Tree!

TREE: Franchising.

TIM: Franchising?

EMILY: Yes! Franchising!

TIM: Great. What’s that, then?

EMILY: It’s when you go into partnership with another company, under their umbrella,
and… (sees Tim’s blank look) anyway, it may save us from going under. That’s all you need
to know for now.

TIM: You mean we won’t lose Crabapples?

EMILY: Crabapples! Bloody Crabapples! I told you it was awful, Tree!

TIM: What?

EMILY: Nothing. No, yes, no, hopefully we won’t. Won’t lose it, I mean. There’s hope, is
what I’m trying to say, Tim. I can see light at the end of the tunnel. It’s been so dark, but now
there is light. A teeny tiny twinkly light. The happy, shining light of hope. (hugs him)

TIM: (laughing) You’re high as a kite. I haven’t seen you like this since university.

EMILY: I am. I absolutely, completely am. But this is still a brilliant idea, Tim. I need to you
believe that.

TIM: Well then, thank you, Tree!

EMILY: Yes! Thank you, Tree! You’re a genius. A wonderful, wonderful genius.

BIANCA: (entering with Marion) What’s she done?

EMILY: Are you feeling better, Marion?

MARION: Rather embarrassed, but much better, thank you dear.
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EMILY: Don’t be embarrassed! Embrace it! Love the high.

MARION: I think I’m a little too old for this.

EMILY: No, you’re not! Never too old for fun!

BIANCA: What did Tree do?

TIM: She may have saved our company.

BIANCA: Tree has? How?

EMILY: By being a business genius.

SIMON: (entering with Freddie) Are you talking about me?

EMILY: Not you, you vain arsehole. Tree!

BIANCA: Tree’s a business genius?

EMILY: Yes! She is!

SIMON: Really?

BIANCA: No.

EMILY: Yes!

SIMON: No.

EMILY: Yes!

FREDDIE: Good for you, Tree.

BIANCA: But she’s a hippy.

TREE: No I’m not.

EMILY: I know she is, but she’s still – what did you say, Tree?

TREE: I’m not a hippy.

BIANCA: But –

TREE: No! Stop it! Stop it now. Once and for all, I am not a bloody hippy, alright?

EMILY: But…you’ve always been a hippy.

TREE: NO! I HAVEN’T!

EMILY: Alright, there’s no need to shout. God, for a quiet person you’re being really loud.

BIANCA: But…why have you been pretending to be one?

TREE: I haven’t! I don’t know where you nutters got that idea from! I’m just a completely
normal person!

BIANCA: But…you’re…like…all into plants and flowers and nature and stuff.
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TREE: I help my mum with her garden. She can’t do it herself, since the stroke. Is that what
you mean?

EMILY: And you sew. Don’t you make things and sell them online?

TREE: What? Like what kind of things?

EMILY: Like…I dunno…scarves? Embroidered place mats? Crocheted Game Of Thrones
figures?

TREE: Where the hell did that come from?

TIM: So that isn’t your job?

TREE: I’m an online finance consultant.

EMILY: Ohhh. Now it makes sense.

SIMON: A what? Are you serious?

TREE: Yes! I have a bloody degree in business economics!

SIMON: Holy shit.

MARION: But you do sew. You make lovely things.

TREE: Yes, I know how to sew. That doesn’t make me a bloody hippy! Sorry, Marion.

MARION: That’s all right, dear.

BIANCA: What about your clothes, though?

TREE: What about my clothes?

BIANCA: Well, you’re always wearing like…long skirts. You do look like a hippy.

TREE: I have fat calves! Are you happy now?

BIANCA: Oh, you poor thing! That’s awful. Can I have a look?

TREE: No!

EMILY: I hate my calves, too.

FREDDIE: Well, we all appear to have been labouring under a misapprehension.

MARION: Clearly. Awfully sorry about that, Tree.

TREE: It’s fine. There’s nothing wrong with being a hippy, it’s just … I’m not one.

SIMON: Well, to be fair, it would have helped if you’d said something before. Why don’t
you talk?

TREE: I’m just … not very good at small talk.

FREDDIE: Nothing wrong with that. You’re very good at big talk, anyway.
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EVERYONE: Yeah/really good/Definitely/Absolutely

TREE: Thanks. I think. Sorry for shouting.

EVERYONE: Don’t worry about it/Please don’t apologise/That’s ok/S’alright

BIANCA: No, no, wait a minute, wait a minute. What about your name?

TREE: My name?

BIANCA: Well, yeah! If you’re not a hippy, why the fuck are you called Tree?

TIM: That’s a good point.

SIMON: I used to go out with a girl called Field, her parents were off their heads all through
the sixties, and that was the result.

BIANCA: Field?

SIMON: Yeah, as in plough the –

BIANCA: Ugh!

TIM: Was she a hippy, too, or just her parents?

SIMON: Nah, she worked in IT. Bloody hated her parents for doing that to her. Everyone
always called her Fi, including me. I thought it was short for Fiona. Only found out when we
went on holiday and I saw her passport.

EMILY: When you think about it, though, it’s no weirder than being called Holly. Or Rose.

SIMON: Yes it is. Those are names. Field and Tree are things, like…Plant. Or Bush.

MARION: I think Tree’s a lovely name.

FREDDIE: So do I. Evocative.

TREE: Shut up! Everybody shut up!

MARION: Tree! What are you…?

TREE: Theresa! Tree is short for Theresa!

EVERYONE: Ohhhhhhhhhh!

TREE: You’re a bunch of lunatics. I can’t deal with this. I can’t… I need… I need to get out
of here.

MARION: It’s all right. Just breathe. We’ll be out very soon. Would you like a cup of tea?

TREE: No. I want to get out of here.

FREDDIE: Can’t be much longer now. Eh, Simon?

SIMON: I –

EMILY: Sod it. I agree with Tree, I need fresh air. Let’s just go, shall we?
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BIANCA: God, yes!

TIM: Time’s not up yet.

EMILY: How are they going to know? Seriously. We’re in the back of beyond. They’re not
going to check up on every household in Britain, are they?

MARION: I’d like to go, too. Sorry, Freddie, it’s a very nice bunker, but I’ve rather had
enough of it now.

FREDDIE: No offence taken! Could do with stretching my legs too. Eh, Simon?

SIMON: What?

FREDDIE: Well, you’re the one with the mucker in the ministry. What do you say? Shall we
buck the system and go?

SIMON: I don’t think we should.

BIANCA: Oh, come on Simon! You’re not usually this boring. Let’s go and get a drink.

EMILY: That’s what I need. Bollocks to fresh air, I need a large glass of red.

MARION: Oh, that does sound nice.

FREDDIE: Do you know what? I have a rather fruity bottle of Burgundy I’ve been saving
for a special occasion, and I rather think this is it. Come along troops, let’s go back to the
house. All in favour say Aye.

EVERYONE EXCEPT SIMON AND TREE: Aye!

(all start to bundle to the exit)

SIMON: Stop! Everybody stop!

(all crash to a halt and stare at him)

EMILY: What’s the matter?

MARION: What is it, Simon?

BIANCA: Ugh, come on! Let’s go!

FREDDIE: Just a moment. (walks up to Simon) I think Simon has something he wants to
tell us. Come along, Simon. What exactly is going on?

SIMON: I…

BIANCA: Simon, you’re scaring me.

SIMON: It…

EMILY: For God’s sake! Spit it out!

SIMON: It’s…it’s not a drill.
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MARION: What? But you said it –

SIMON: Yes, I did. But…

TIM: But what, exactly?

SIMON: But it wasn’t true.

TIM: Are you telling me –

MARION: Why would you say that, if it wasn’t true?

SIMON: I didn’t want anyone to panic. I thought it was best to keep everyone calm.

EMILY: What, so that we could all panic now, instead? Great idea, dickhead!

FREDDIE: So, your chappie on the council –

SIMON: Doesn’t exist. Made him up.

BIANCA: Hang on, wait – if this isn’t a drill, does that mean…

TIM: This is real. We’re actually, really under attack. Oh God, mother!

BIANCA: Fuck! We’re all going to die!

TIM: I need to get to mother!

EMILY: Tim! Stop and think. We’ve been down here for hours. Everyone outside those
doors might already be dead.

FREDDIE: Most of the bunkers weren’t ready. We may be the only people left alive in the
country.

BIANCA: Maybe even the world.

MARION: (swaying) Oh dear. Oh dear.

EMILY: Catch Marion!

BIANCA: I don’t want to repopulate the world with you lot!

SIMON: Well, that’s rude.

FREDDIE: I’m such a fool. I didn’t prepare properly. We’ve got no food, hardly any
blankets. We won’t last a day.

BIANCA: I want mummy! I want my mummy.

TIM: So do I! Emily, what are we going to do?

EMILY: I need to think. I need to think.

FREDDIE: Thought I was so bloody clever, with my silly little bunker. It shouldn’t have
ended this way. It shouldn’t have ended this way!

EMILY: Will everybody just shut up a second, so I can think!
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BIANCA: I feel sick. I’m going to puke.

EMILY: Don’t you dare! We’re stuck in here.

SIMON: Look, everyone, stay calm. It doesn’t necessarily mean –

EMILY: Shut up, Simon! You’ve done quite enough already!

SIMON: Me? What have I - ?

TIM: Yeah, you bastard. This is your fault. It’s your fault my mother’s dead!

SIMON: What? How is it my fault?

TIM: Well, you were the one who –

SIMON: I didn’t cause this situation, you fucking moron. If anyone, it’s you and your bloody
lefty –

FREDDIE: Oh chaps, not this again! Not now!

SIMON: He’s saying it’s my fault, but he’s just as –

TIM: People are dead out there, but you don’t give a shit, do you? It’s all always about you!

MARION: Please, boys!

SIMON: Of course I give a shit, you sanctimonious prick! There are people I care about out
there too, you know!

TIM: Don’t give me that! You don’t care about people! I bet you’re worried about your
stupid bloody car!

SIMON: So what if I am? At least I’m not running around in circles screaming like a poof!

MARION: Simon! Really!

SIMON: Shit! Sorry, Freddie. Ok, he’s not a poof, he’s a little girl. He’s like a scared little
girl, crying for his mummy.

TIM: Don’t you dare talk about my mother!

SIMON: “Oh mother, mother, what should I do? Hold my hand, do up my shoes, wipe my
bloody arse for me, mother!” Just shut up and man up and look after your bloody wife, for a
change!

TIM: (launching himself at Simon) Right…

EMILY: Tim, don’t!

(lights flicker and die. Over the next 30 seconds we hear a lot of screaming, thumping and
swearing. Occasionally the lights flicker on and we see a freezeframe of a grotesque
situation, then they die again. Eventually they come back on and stay on. Everyone is lying
around the stage, exhausted, battered and in various states of disarray. There is a pause,
and then the door rattles).
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EMILY: What was that?

FREDDIE: Someone trying to get in.

BIANCA: Aaarrgghh! It’s a zombie!

MARION: Maybe it’s somebody looking for shelter. We should let them in. They might be
hurt.

FREDDIE: Door’s not locked, they’re going to get in anyway.

SIMON: Who’s there?

TIM: Should we try to block the door?

SIMON: Too late.

(slowly, slowly, the door opens)

BIANCA: Oh my god, it’s getting in!

BRIAN: He…he…hello?

BIANCA: It is a zombie!

EVERYBODY ELSE: Brian!!!!

(Brian enters)

MARION: Brian, are you alright?

FREDDIE: Quickly, old chap, come in and close the door.

EMILY: Hurry, Brian!

SIMON: How did you survive?

TIM: Have you seen my mother? Is she ok?

SIMON: Shut up about your bloody –

MARION: Hush, everybody, let him sit down. He must have been through a terrible ordeal.

BRIAN: I was just looking for you all.

MARION: That’s so lovely of you Brian, to worry about us! Isn’t that lovely of him, Bianca?

BRIAN: I was a bit late for rehearsal.

EMILY: Are you hurt?

BRIAN: (confused) No. Well, I banged my elbow a bit, coming down the hatch.

MARION: Oh you poor thing.
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BRIAN: When I got to rehearsal, nobody was there. I thought at first I’d got the wrong day,
but I checked, and I hadn’t. I was waiting for you for ages in the house. Then, when you
didn’t come, I thought I’d look in the garden. Then I found this place. Then –

FREDDIE: What? You were in the house?

BRIAN: Yes. Sorry Freddie, I didn’t touch anything, I promise.

FREDDIE: But – how can that be?

BRIAN: The door was unlocked.

SIMON: That’s not what he means. What’s going on out there?

BRIAN: Not much. It was raining earlier, but it’s stopped now. Why are you all down here,
anyway? What is this place?

EMILY: But what about the attack?

BRIAN: What attack?

EMILY: The nuclear attack! The alarms?

BRIAN: Oh, that!

SIMON: Yes! That! What’s going on?

BRIAN: Oh. False alarm.

EVERYONE: WHAT????

BRIAN: Yeah. The alarms stopped after about three minutes, and they sent out a report
saying that it was a mistake, and that nobody was to worry.

EMILY: So, there was no attack?

BRIAN: No.

TIM: Nobody’s dead?

BIANCA: We’re not going to die?

BRIAN: Die? N-no. No, you’re not-not going to die, Bianca!

EMILY: I can’t believe it. Tim, we’re safe!

MARION: Oh, heaven be praised. Heaven be praised!

FREDDIE: Brian, that is marvellous news. Simply marvellous!

BRIAN: It was on all the speakers, and on the radio and the telly. And they sent a text
message to everyone in the country to tell them. Don’t you check your phones?

FREDDIE: We’re underground, old man. (Brian looks blank)

SIMON: We can’t get a signal.
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BRIAN: Oh! That must be why I couldn’t get hold of Bianca when I tried to call.

MARION: You tried to call Bianca?

BRIAN: Well, yeah.

MARION: That’s nice. Isn’t that nice, Bianca?

BIANCA: You tried to call me?

BRIAN: Yeah. When I couldn’t …I mean, you weren’t…when I couldn’t f-f-find you, I
thought…I wanted…I was worried about you. I wanted to check you were…alright.

BIANCA: Oh, BRIAN! (sweeps him off the chair and into a passionate embrace).

MARION: Oh! How lovely. How simply wonderful! And the play can go ahead too! It’s just
good news all round. Next rehearsal on Wednesday, everybody – don’t forget!

ALL EXCEPT BRIAN AND BIANCA: Groans.

MARION: Bianca? Brian? Did you hear me? (no answer, more snogging)

FREDDIE: Right, that’s quite enough of that. Now, how about that glass of wine?

EMILY: Bloody good idea! My nerves are shot to pieces.

TIM: Too right!

MARION: That sounds lovely.

EMILY: I might need several glasses of wine, if that’s alright with everybody.

BRIAN: Come on, Bianca!

BIANCA: Race you!

SIMON: Got any beer, Freddie?

FREDDIE: Not sure. I do have some homemade cider, though.

SIMON: That’ll do.

FREDDIE: You’ll have to be careful - it has a tendency to blow your head off.

SIMON: Good.

(They all file up the stairs, apart from Tree, who is collecting her sewing gear. Marion is
the last out)

MARION: Are you coming, Tree?

TREE: Yes. I’ll be right there.

MARION: Oh, isn’t it wonderful, Tree? We’re safe. Everybody is safe. (exits)

TREE: For now.
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END
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